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PREFACE. 



"TTTHAT shall I write about next, 
f f dear ? '' aaid I to my little friend, 
Ellen Alford, when I gave her ^^ The Story 
of a Mouse/^ 

The small, cm'ly hejad was put coquet- 
tishly on one side, and a moment spent in 
consideration. " Write about a Cat 1 ^^ ^T was 
quickly decided, and I daresay the circum- 
stance was as quickly forgotten by the 
pretty pet; yet it has frequently recurred 
to the mind of the author. But, as " The 
Story of a Mouse ^^ professes to be written 
by the tiny creature itself, so, likewise, 
" The Story of a Cat ^^ must be supposed 
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to emanate from that domestic favourite. 
My young readers, I am sure, will make 
due allowance for any errors slie may have 
fallen into; and the older and graver 
portions of mankind have too much to 
engage them to pay any attention to Puss 
and her memoirs; nnless, indeed, she 
should be found guilty of teaching rebellion 
to lawful authority, or of recommending 
pride and ill-temper, rather than the 
opposite qualities of humility and kind- 
heartedness to all. 

E. P. ^ 
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THE STOEY OF A CAT, 



CHAPTER I. 

EARLY EECOLLECTIONS. 

I WELL remember that cold winter's 
night when I lay shivering in the 
stable, with three other Uttle creatures, like 
myself, I suppose, though I never saw but 
one of them — a fine little black fellow, with 
a skin so smooth and soft that it was quite 
a pleasure to touch him. The other two 
kittens had been carried oflF the very day 
I now speak of, and I daresay our poor 
mother had gone in search of them, leaving 
us very uncomfortable, and crying with 
cold and hunger before she ^turned. She 
did not bring our lost companions with her 
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when she came back^ and I heard after- 
wards that they had been drowned by some 
cmel person in a pond at the bottom of the 
garden. However, we knew nothing of this 
at the time; and, as we had never seen 
them, because we were both blind, we did 
not care much about our young relatives, 
except that when there were four of us 
together we did not get so cold when left 
to ourselves as we did after we missed 
them. 

When our mother came back to us 
Bhe was wet and uncomfortable; very 
likely she had ventured into that nasty 
pond to bring out the poor dead kittens. 
I don^t know whether tiiis was so or not ; 
but our mother made a very piteous mow- 
ing as she licked us all over and fondled us, 
and at last lay down: beside us, when we 
all feU asleep and forgot our troubles. 

A day or two after this sad event, and 
before we could, see, we were again left to 
ourselves, and while we were tumbling and 
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rolling over one another, I heard the stable 
door open, and in a moment after a kind 
voice uttered these words : 

"Oh, Katie, arn't they beautiful little 
creatures? Which of them shall you 
choose for yours ? " 

^^ I don^t care anything about cats,'^ said 
another voice, which did not sound half so 
sweet as the first one ; '^ but I shall have 
the black kitten, and I shall call him Tom.'* 

'^ Oh, Pm so glad you have chosen the 
black one, and not this sweet, darling little 
tortoiseshell ; '' and the person who spoke 
took me up very gently, and stroked me so 
softly, that I found her hand much smoother 
than mother's tongue: then she laid me 
down again beside Tommy, and I left off 
crying, for although I was certainly not 
hurt, but had been used very kindly, I did 
hot know what was going to be done to me, 
BO I began to call out in time. 

Since then I have often been noticed for 
pay beauty ; I have heard my bright green 

B 2 
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eyes, my soft, sleek, black and gold skin much 
praised ; yet it has not made me vain, and I 
declare to my young readers that I feel more 
pleased when my kind-hearted mistress, 
whose name is Lucy, takes me up and calls 
me her ^^ dear, good little cat,^^ than I could 
be by any amount of praise lavished on my 
eyes or skin by strangers. I daresay this 
is also the case with them, when they have 
been good and dutiful children to their 
parents and friends, and hear their kind, 
approving voice, and see their looks of 
love. 

But I must proceed with my own 
story. 

After the two little girls had made their 
choice, we were again left to ourselves; 
and a very pleasant time we had of it for 
several days, tjimbling and rolling about to 
our hearts^ content, and well taken care of 
by our mother, who, having lost two of her 
kittens, kept a sharp look-out on us, and 
showed her disposition to do battle for us 
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whenever occasion should offer, which was 
not put off long. 

Perhaps it might have been two days 
after their first visit that Katie and Lucy 
Everett, as the young ladies were named, 
came again to see us, but this time they 
brought their baby brother with them, who 
was called Georgy. 

For anything I then knew, he might have 
been very good and gentle, like his sister 
Lucy ; but he soon made it appear that he 
had a disposition to invade our rights, for, 
thruating forth his Kfctle chubby hands, he 
seized me very unceremoniously by the 
middle, and dragged me out, notwithstand- 
ing my cries : this, however, was too much 
for my mother to bear, and she immediately 
darted forth her sharp claws, and gave poor 
Georgy such a terrible scratch that he 
released me very quickly, and set up such 
a scream as quite drowned all my cries, 
and made Katie and Lucy, who had 
taken up Tommy to admire him, drop 
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the little fellow and come to Georgy'a 
succour. 

" Dirty, nasty cat ! ^' said Katie, giving 
oup mother a hard slap \rith her hand, '' I'll 
teach you to scratch/' 

I am sure, however, that she might have 
spared her pains in that matter, for that 
there was no teaching required was shown 
by the little bleeding hand which kind 
Lucy had got hold of, and was wiping and 
kissing, instead of scolding mother. 

" Poor dear Georgy, I am so sorry j but 
you shouldn't have pulled the poor kitten 
out; you hurt her, and made her cry, yx>u 
know. Are you not sorry ? '' 

'^Et ; me very torry, me 'ont tate pushy 
adin, naughty tat.'' 

And then came a fresh burst of crying, 
while Lucy hugged and consoled, but still 
said, ''No, no, Georgy, pussy is not 
naughty ; she was only trying to take care 
of her kitten, you know, darling. You 
won't touch her again, will you ? 



}} 
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" No, me 'ont, poor titteiij me *ont hurt 
^er adin ''; and Georgy looked very sorrow- 
ful, first at the scratclied tancl, and then 
at me, who lay trembling for fear of 
another attack, supposing Georgy should 
change his mind. 

" Shall I beat pussy again ? ^^ said Katie, 
lifting her hand as if going to strike, while 
our mother sat quite still, and made no 
attempt to run away, because she had us to 
defend, and mothers, I have heard, will 
endure any pain for their young ones* 

'^Do beat naughty puthy, Tatie, beat 
her/^ 

^^Oh, Georgy, no," replied Lucy, ^'Don't, 
Katie, don't strike the poor cat; she knows 
no better; she was only fightiug for her 
kitten," 

^^ Well, she should be taught better man? 
ners ; I know mamma will be angry with 
us when she sees Georgy's hand. Come^ let 
us leave the little disagreeable things." 

Lucy, however, would give a kind part- 
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ing, notwithstanding what had been done. 
''Now stroke little kitty, Georgy/^ said 
she, '' and the cat won't hurt you this time. 
There, see how she rolls about, and plays 
with you. Isn't she a pretty soft creature?'' 

" Et, me ike her now ; puthy 'ont bite 
me ; poor puthy, me 'ont hurt 'er aden." 

I wish Master Georgy had remembered 
his promise, and kept it, as we both grew 
older; Lucy and I would then have been 
spared much pain ; but I have often heard 
our mother say that boys always like to 
torment cats, while they pet and fondle 
dogs. 

But I must proceed with my story. Pass- 
ing over the rest of our blind days in the 
stable, let me give an account of my intro- 
duction into the drawing-room, and my first 
sight of Lucy's mamma, who evidently had 
not heard of poor Georgy's disaster, or 
perhaps she would not have received me so 
graciously. 

Tom and I had been playing about most 
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vigorously in the stable^ and we had been 
teasing our mother so much^that we had 
almost exhausted her patience. We were 
tired at last^ and had come to lie down 
peaceably at her side^ while she was purr- 
ing over ns as fondly as if we had never 
vexed her at all. Suddenly the door was 
thrown open, and in came the two laughing 
girls, Katie and Lucy Everett. 

^^ I told .you I should get first to the 
stable door/' said Eatie, " though I gave 
you the start.'' 

''And I thought you would/' replied 
Lucy, ''because you know, Katie dear, it 
is as mamma says, you are before me in 
everything." 

" Well, that's your own fault, I suppose," 
answered K^tie, rather sharply, I thought, 
for I felt sorry for the kind little girl who 
had stoad my friend, and who was to be 
my Uttle mistress. 

" Perhaps, when I am as old as you are, 
I shall be quicker. I am sure I'll try to do 
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as well as ever I can^'' said the sweet child; 
''but I shall never learn as well as you do^ 
sister^ I am almost sore/' 

Then tnming to me^ she exclaimed^ '^ Oh^ 
there is my darling little pussy I " And 
Luoy took me up and placed me across her 
arm^ while she stroked and fondled me 
with her soft white hand. 

^^Oh^ dear little creature^ I mast take 
yott to the drawing-room and show you to 
mamma/^ 

^^I am sure mamma does not want to 
see the stupid little thing/' said ill- 
natured Katie^ whom I began quite to dis- 
like for her crossness to us. ^^ I wish,'' she 
added, ''you would not make such a fuss 
about the little sprawling things. For my 
part, I don't like cats j I think our beauti- 
ful Italian greyhound. Carlo, is worth a 
hundred cats." 

'' Well, then, he shall be your pet, and 
pussy shall be mine," said kind little Lucy, 
as she tripped away with me to the di*aw* 
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ing-room, where, with sparkling eyes and 
flushed cheeks/ she laid me in the lap of 
a very pleasant-looking lady whom she 
called mamma. 

^^ Why, Lucy, my dear, what have you 
brought me— a kitten? Where did you 
get it ? " 

^^ Oh, is it not a beautiful little creature, 
mamma f '' cried Lucy, without answering 
Mrs. Everett's question as to where I came 
from. '^Ob, so soft and sleek, and so 
gentle, mamma, isn't it ? '' 

" Well, I don't know whether it is gentle 
or not, my dear Lucy ; we have yet to find 
that out, I suppose ; but it is certainly a 
very pretty kitten, and I have no objection 
to your having it, if you can contrive to 
keep it out of Carlo's way } I am afraid he 
would be very rough with it." 

^'Yes; and out of Georgy's way too, 
mamma ; for he did squeeze the poor little 
thing terribly hard, and made it cry out 
so." Lucy, however, did not tell her 
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mamma how the insult had been resented^ 
and in this I think she was wrongs for it is 
always better to tell the whole truth, I 
daresay Lucy was afraid on my account; 
but children should never fear to speak all 
the truth. 

" And where do you mean to keep your 
treasure^ Lucy? '' said Mrs. Everett. " Cook 
will not, I am sure, have her in the kitchen ; 
I am a&aid, too, that Mary will object to her 
being in the nursery ; and I cannot allow 
cats either in the dining or drawing-room ; 
so how will you manage, my darling?*' 
said the kind lady, as she stroked the 
pretty curls that were hanging over me, 
as Lucy caressed me on her mammals lap. 

^^ Mary says she may stay in the nursery, 
mamma, when she is a little older ; but she 
is too small, she thinks yet, to take her from 
the old cat.'' 

''And nurse is quite right, my dear,'' 
replied Mrs. Everett ; '' so now run away 
with your new treasure, for here comes 
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Carlo, and Mary will be bringing Georgy 
to me very shortly; the kitten will be 
mucli safer under her mother's protection 
than she would be here/' So away ran 
Lucy with me back again to the stable. 
But before I was carried oflf, I got a glimpse 
of that most mischievous dog. Carlo, some 
of whose adventures and tricks I mean to 
let my young readers know of at a future 
time, so I will just introduce him now. 
Carlo is a lovely jet-black dog, with a skin 
as soft and bright as my brother Tom's ; 
but then he has four white feet, and a small 
tip of white at the end of his nose, which 
made him look very like having had it 
dipped into the cream-jug; and no doubt 
it would have been there often, if oppor- 
tunity had been afforded— or rather, I 
should say, if he could have got his nose 
into the cream-jug, a trick which he tried 
to practise one day when cook's back was 
turned. Unfortunately, however, for the 
little thief he made too much noise and 
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clatter among the breakfast things in leap- 
ing on to the table, and thrusting his sharp 
nose into the jug. Cook turned round just 
as she reached the door, and, seeing master 
Carlo, she rushed towards him j but it was 
not an easy matter to catch that nimble- 
footed fellow. However, he carried his 
punishment along with him, for he had 
been so earnest about getting the cream 
that the jug stuck fast to his mouth, and 
remained there when he jumped off the 
table, and flew past cook swift as a bird, 
and she after him, all through the garden ; 
until, at last, trying to get through a 
hedge to be out of her way, the cream-jug 
caught in the boughs, and he stuck fast. 
Cook came panting up, and, as no one was 
nigh to take master Carious part, he did 
get for once what he well deserved — a good 
beating. I was playing about among the 
trees when this happened, and as the dog's 
squeals brought Miss Katie out to know 
what was the matter with her favourite, X 
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heard the whole story from cook, who 
declared that the dirty little thing was the 
plague of her life, and that she thought, 
indeed, she should have to give missus 
warning, as she never could abide dogs at 
all, and in particular this one. 

I believe, nay, I know now, that Green- 
wood (that was the cook's name) was a 
very good servant, and that both Mr. and 
Mrs. Everett thought very highly of her ; 
so Miss Katie, though I could see that she 
was very angry, did not say one word in 
reply, only she took the little mischievous 
creature in her arms, and ran with him into 
the house. 

But I am forgetting myself in my 
a^ixiety to introduce Carlo to my young 
readers; I must, therefore, avail myself 
of a fresh chapten 
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CHAPTER II. 

HAPPY DAYS. 

AND now, as I have said, Lucy ran back 
with me to the stable, where, for a 
long time, I was allowed to remain, leading 
a very happy life, playing at hide-and-seek 
with my little brother Tommy, tumbling 
about in the straw, or watching for mice, of 
which our mother caught plenty, so we had 
not to do it for food, but only for play. 
Indeed, I liked the nice bread and milk 
which dear Miss Lucy brought for us kit- 
tens every morning much better than all the 
mice in the stable, and I believe there were 
a great many, for at night we used to hear 
them squealing and squeaking, and running 
all round about us, though they generally 
contrived to keep out of sight. 

I think these early days were the happiest 
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and the merriest of my life, for w6 couldn't 
do wrong, except now and then I scratched 
Tommy^s eye when I was playing tricks 
with him, and then he would give me a 
claw over my ears, which was not at all 
pleasant; but we were friends again im- 
mediately. And so, as I said before, as we 
did no wrong. We were happy. I think it 
would be the same with children, from what 
I have seen : their troubles too often arise 
from their own wilfcd tempers, by which 
they make others uncomfortable) as well as 
themselves. I almost wish that Lucy had 
let me remain in the stable; I think it 
would have been more to my comfort, 
though I should not^ perhaps, have gained 
so much sense. But one fine morning my 
little mistress came and took me away 
from my kind old mother and Tommy; 
and, though I sometimes saw them after- 
wards, I never felt so much interest in 
them again, and I can truly say I never 
felt so happy again. I have nothing to 

c 
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complain of in Lucy. She was a dear^ 
kind^ good little girl, who wouldn't have 
hurt any living thing, if she knew it. She 
was quite different from her sister Katie, 
and from her brother Harry, of whom I 
shall tell my readers presently. 

Well, I was carried from my first plea- 
sant home by Lucy, straight to the nursery, 
which was quite empty when we entered 
it. Nurse had gone out for her morning 
walk with little Georgy, so Lucy had a 
game of romps with me. Over the chairs, 
and up on to the table, and into the win- 
dow-seat, I scampered, after anything she 
threw; but at last, unluckily, I upset a 
small glass inkstand, so our play was 
stopped until Lucy had wiped up the black 
stuff from the window-seat. Then my 
young mistress got a ball and tied a string 
tight round it, that she might swing it 
backwards and forwards for me to try and 
catch it. Of course I did not know that 
I was doing any harm to the ball as I 
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clung to it with my sHarp claws, and tried 
to hold it with my teeth ; but was shaken 
oflf time after time as Lucy twitched the 
string, and swung it harder. I don't be- 
lieve that my young lady thought that any 
harm would come to the ball, anymore than 
I did. However, we soon found ourselves 
mistaken when, in the very height of our 
play, the door was opened, and in came 
Miss Katie. I don't think she was in the 
best of tempers when she entered; but 
what she saw was, I daresay, very provok- 
ing to her. 

^' My ball ! '' she exclaimed ; '^ my beau- 
tiful india-rubber ball, that papa gave me 
only last week. Lucy, you stupid thing !" 
cried she, snatching the string and ball 
passionately from her sister's hand, and 
examining the scratched and torn play- 
thing that had afforded me such sporfc, 
" how dare you take my ball to amuse your 
dirty little kitten with?" and, as she 
spoke, she lifted me up with her foot, and 

c 2 
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threw me away from my playground very 
unceremoniotisly. 

^' Oh ! don't hurt pusty— don't hurt the 
poor thing/' cried Lucy. '' Katie, it is all 
my fault, and I am so sorry I hare spoiled 
your ball; you shall have all mypocket*- 
money to buy another with, if you won't be 
so angry. I did not know that it was your 
ball we were playing withj I thought it 
was my own, for yours and mine are 
exactly alike." 

" No ; they are not exactly alike,'^ replied 
Katie, fiercely ; " you know very well that 
your ball had many scratches on it, and 
mine had not one; but you don't care 
whose ball you take, for the sake of amus- 
ing that dirty little thing. I shall ask 
mamma to make you take it back to the 
stable again, and that's the only place fit 
for cats," said the spiteful girl. 

'^ I am sure," said dear little Lucy, with 
a very sad voice, '' I would not have done 
harm to anything of yours, Katie, if I had 
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known it was yours ; but I got the ball 
out of the table-drawer^ where nurse often 
puts it, and I thought you always kept 
yours in your own play •-cupboard/^ 

^^ And 80 I do/^ replied Katie, turning 
even redder than her passion had made 
her, ^' Where did you say you took this 
from?'' 

Then she looked more closely at the ball, 
and, without waiting for an answer, she 
walked off to her play-cupboard, where, 
safe and sound, among a variety of other 
things, the ball that had been declared to 
be ruined and destroyed, and on account 
of which such punishment had been threat- 
ened, lay secure and unharmed. Perhaps 
my young readers may think that Miss 
Katie was sorry for having been so angryj 
and that she told Lucy so, and made some 
apology. I don't know whether she was 
sorry, or not; but if she was, she only 
showed it by tossing the torn ball onto the 
table, and saying, — 
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It serves you right tliat your ball is 
spoiled ; I should think papa will not give 
you another very soon, as you have made 
such a bad use of this." 

Then the ill-tempered girl walked off, 
leaving poor Lucy and me once more to 
ourselves, and a great deal quieter than we 
had been before her entrance into the 
nursery. Lucy took me on her knee, as 
she sat on a low stool, where I soon purred 
myself to sleep, and dreamed that I was 
once more seeking for mice in the stable 
with Tommy and my mother, and after- 
wards that my little brother was all at once 
turned into a ball, and was rolling himself 
about, while I was continually making darts 
to catch him between my paws. 

I donH know how long I had been asleep, 
but I was suddenly roused by hearing some 
one say, in a small voice that was quite 
familiar to me, — 

'' Oh, pitty tat ! " 

And looking up from my warm bed, I 
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saw Master Georgy in his nurse^s arms, 
but making an effort to release himself, and, 
as I thought, to pounce down upon me ; so, 
as I still had a painful recollection of his 
former rough treatment, I began to feel 
rather uneasy, especially when at last nurse 
put him down, and he came toddling to- 
wards Lucy. 

^^ Don't touch pussy, dear Georgy; you 
wouldn't hurt such a pretty creature, would 
you ? '' 

'' No, me 'udn't,'' said the little fellow, 
with a shake of his curly head ; '' me on'y 
'troke it.'' Then calling me '^ poor puthy," 
he rubbed me down with his chubby hand, 
not at all in the way I liked, and I quietly 
slipped off Lucy's knee, and ran to hide 
myself under a chair, where I was left by 
that kind friend when she went to dinner, 
expressing an earnest desire, as she rose to 
leave the room, that nurse would not let 
Georgy pull me about, or hurt me, 
adding, — 
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^^He squeezes the kitten so hard., 
nnrse^ that I am afraid he will choke 
her.^' 

'^ I will keep Master Georgy away from 
her if I can. Miss Lucy," said Mary, who 
was, I must say, from all I saw of her, a 
most kind and attentive servant; but 
a few words were added by her which 
mad^ me creep still closer under the 
chair. 

'' You know. Miss Lucy, Georgy can run 
about now-~I cannot keep him in my arms; 
and sometimes, when I am at work, he 
may get at the kitten, and, as you say, give 
her a hard squeeze. Pussy, however, is 
sure to call out, and perhaps do worse; 
she may scratch in her own defence, and 
then my darling will have the worst of it. 
But you need not be afraid to leave the 
kitten, Miss Lucy; PU try and take care 
that there is no mischief done; for I 
like to oblige you in anything, bocauso 
you behave so well, and do not show 
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temper at eyery trifle, as your sister 
does.^' 

^'Yes, Katie is cross sometimes, nurse; 
but then you know she is so clever, and 
learns her lessons so well,^^ said the quiet 
little pleader : '^ I wish I was half as clever 
as Katie is/' 

^^ It is far better to be good and to be 
loved. Miss Lucy, than to be clever and 
admired : remember that. But^the^e is the 
bell ringing for dinner/' 

Away tripped Lucy; and while nurse 
was feeding Master Georgy, I sat dozing 
under the chair. Presently I heard some 
one say, — 

" Pussy, pussy ! '' 

And then a plate was put down to me, 
with some nice little scraps upon it, such as 
I had never had before ; and I should have 
enjoyed them very much had I not been 
in fear of Georgy, who kept struggling to 
get down from nurse's lap, that he might 
come and interrupt my feast. Nurse, how- 



26 THE STORY OF A CAT. 

ever, would not permit this ; so I finished 
my dinner in peace^ and then quietly retired 
again under the chair to have another nap^ 
and fresh dreams of the stable. 
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CHAPTER III. 

QEORGY IN TROUBLE. 

I HAD better begin another chapter, 
now that I have waked up after a good 
sleep. Nurse has gone out again with her 
little charge^ and I begin to look about for 
something to amuse me, as there is no little 
brother, or kind mother, or young mistress 
to play with. 

It was not long before I found, under 
a stool in a comer of the room, a small 
creature something like Tommy, and I sup- 
pose something, too, like myself; only it 
had not a beautiful smooth, shining coat 
like my brother's; it was all rough and 
shaggy, and it was a dirty-white and grey 
colour. 

Though it certainly wasn't pretty, I 
began to hope that I had found another 
playfellow instead of Tommy, so I put out 
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my paw, and gave it two or three pats, as 
mucli as to say, ''Come and have a game "; 
but the little creature sat quite still, in spite 
of my continued pats, so that I began to feel 
myself very much aflTronted by this rude 
behaviour ; and, to show my resentment of 
it, I dragged the creature out, determined 
to have a battle with him. I raised myself 
up, and struck the little sullen thing as hard 
aa I could with my fore-paws. The only 
effect of this was a roll over, both of my 
companion and myself, but the dull creature 
didn't get up again, as Tommy would have 
done, and attack me in turn ; but there it 
lay, stock still, just where it fell on one 
side, so I took it between my teeth, and 
gave it such a shaking as might have driven 
the life out of it, if there had been any in ; 
but there wasn't, so I determined to pull it 
to pieces, then it would never deceive a 
kitten like myself again. I was so intent 
on my work of destruction, pulling and 
tossing and tearing with teeth and claws 
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under one of the chairs^ that I did not per- 
ceive thai nurse had come into the room 
with her little charge, and I Was boti asto- 
nished and disgusted, as well as being put 
to great pain, when I felt myself suddenly 
seized by the tail, and held up as high as 
Master Georgy could hold me ; he squeezed 
me so har4 when I struggled to get loose, 
that, in self defence, and not from any ill 
nature, I bit his leg as my head was hang- 
ing downwards close to the little fat 
stumps. 

Such a scream Georgy set up as I had 
never heard before; but I followed his 
example^ and squalled aloud with pain. 
The boy did not let go my tail ; he pinched 
me harder, and I bit harder, while nurse 
called out,— 

''Let go the cat, Georgy; let her go, 
child ^'; at the same time running to 
deliver me from my tormentor) more, I 
daresay, for Georgy's sake than for 
mine. 
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She soon released my tail from the grasp 
of the little chubby hand; nor did she 
strike or kick me for what I had done; 
but she said to the child, " Oh ! Master 
Georgy, why did you hurt the poor kitten 
so? Ton must never pull her by the tail 
again/' 

''No, me 'on't; me do so no more, 
nurt,'' said the still sobbing boy, while 
nurse was tenderly rubbing the poor little 
leg, in which I had left the marks of my 
teeth, without, however, drawing any blood. 

As for me, though I had only acted in 
self-defence, I felt I had done an injury ; 
so I crept into a comer, and remained quiet 
for some time, licking my tail and smooth- 
ing down my ruffled fur. 

Before Georgy had quite left off crying. 
Miss Lucy came into the nursery, and when 
she saw what I had done to the plump little 
leg she was very sorry. 

'' Poor dear Georgy I '' she said, as she 
kissed him and patted his curly head ; ''you 
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won^t take pussy up by the tail any more, 
will you, darling ? ^' 

The promise that he had before made to 
nurse was repeated to Lucy ; and Pm sure 
I hoped that the fine little fellow would 
keep it, for I had no wish to hurt him, or 
indeed anybody. I think I may say I wad 
a very peaceably-disposed cat when I was 
let alone. Of course, I was provoked by 
that insensible piece of wood and fur or 
wool; that base imitation of a dog, or 
a cat, or a lamb, — I don^t know which it 
was ; but, before I had finished with it, I 
don^t think anybody could have told which 
of the three I have mentioned it was 
intended for. , 

" Now, Miss Lucy,*' said nurse, ^^you had 
better, I think, take the kitten into the 
stable for the rest of the day, as you are 
going out to tea this afternoon. I should 
not like to have another misfortune with 
her, and I really can't always keep Master 
Georgy away from her.'' 



32 TH« STORY OP A CAT. 

My young mistress^ m I believe I liave 
said before^ was a good^ obedient child ; so 
she immediately replied^**^ 

"Yes, nurse; Ml take kitty to her 
mother j I daresay shd will like to have a 
merry play with little Tom/' 

And she carried me off in her arms^ 
and put me safely into the stable* 
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CHAPTER IV. 

MR. EVERETT^ S FAMILY. 

"VTOW, if you please, my young readers, 
±1 pussy shall leave off her narratire 
for a little while, and I will tell you some- 
thing about the family with whom she is to 
pass the greater part of her time. 

To Mrs. Everett, E[atie, Lucy, and 
Georgy, the young reader has already been 
introduced; and there only remain two 
other members of the household at Wood- 
lands Hall (that was the name of the place) 
to be spoken of here, Mr. Everett, and 
his son. Master Harry. The latter was 
expected home soon for the holidays ; but 
his return, I am sorry to say, was not 
looked forward to with the least pleasure 
by any one member of the family, for he 
was not only a very mischievous boy; 

D 
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seemingly^ he took pleasure in teasing and 
vexing everj one with whom he came in 
contact ; that is, if they were weaker or 
less active than himself, Hence, in the 
parlour, the nursery, the kitchen, and even 
the stable. Master Harry was no favourite. 
Unfortunately, this young gentleman did 
not really care whether he were Uked or 
not; he took hia own way — that is, he 
tried alwiQr9 to please himself, without 
reference to the pain or convenience of any 
other person or animal. As is c^en the 
case with very selfish children, he seldom 
gained as much pleasure as he anticipated 
from his various projects ; indeed, he often 
met with disappointment, or akevere disaster, 
in hia wilfulness and foUy; but this I 
shall leave pussy to teU of in another 
chapter. 

Mr. Everett was a very strict man with 
his children when he was at home with 
them. Thegr feared rather than loved him« 
So, when Harry came home for the hoH- 
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Abljs, lie contrived^ as much as possible^ to 
keep out of his papa's way ; and^ as lie had 
a pony of his own to ride about wherever 
he pleased^ and Carlo (who was his most 
especial favonrite^ and the only creature^ I 
believe, that he would not hurt) to play 
with in the house, he seemed quite inde- 
pendent of any one for the means of 
amusing himself, and therefore he cared 
little whether he made himself agreeable 
to any one or not. To his sisters Harry 
Everett was particularly unkind, always 
endeavouring, so it seemed, to tease or vex 
them in some way or other; and as Katie's 
disposition was so much like his own, in 
regard at least to temper, there were con- 
tinual quarrels between them, which caused 
great disquietude to their mamma, who was 
frequently appealed to by the young lady, 
but was seldom able to bring about a 
reconciliation between them, because pride 
and self-will were the ruling passions of 
both children. Oh ! if the reader knew 
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how hateful these vices^ indulged^ make 
them in the eyes of their friends and 
acquaintances^ would they still continue to 
cherish them in their hearts^ and to 
strengthen them by repeated acts? I 
think not. Then, too, dear Httle Lucy, 
kind and sweet-tempered as she was, came 
in for her share of the rude boy^s teasing. 
He would hide her books and playthings, 
or give her doll to Georgy, taking delight 
in seeing the little fellow rumple and dis- 
place the pretty curls or the dress. In 
short, his poor mamma and nurse were in 
daily vexation on his account aU the time 
the hoUdays lasted, and they commence in 
the next chapter. 
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CHAPTER V. 

HARBY AND PUSSY BOTH GET INTO TROUBLE. 

'^ A ND whereas this beautiful kitten of 
xjL yours, Lucy?^' I heard a boy*s 
voice call out, a day or two after my affair 
with little Georgy. 

I was just then enjoying myself under 
the table with nurse^s knitting, which she 
had imprudently left on a chair when she 
went out with her young charge. I had 
seen the cotton dangling down, and, of 
course, my paws were soon in contact with 
it ; and, presently, a large ball hit me on 
the head. A capital plaything I thought it 
was, though I didn^t know what to make of 
the needles in the stocking; they were 
very inconvenient to me as I turned and 
puDed the ball about, and unwound the 
cotton, and twisted it round and round my 
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body and feet. Then I heard my dear little 
mistress call, " Pussy, pussy ! ^' and I tried 
and tried to get away from the nasty cotton; 
but the more I tried the tighter I was held 
by it, and, as I whisked about, the needles 
made such a clatter that Lucy lifted up the 
table-coyer, and, to her astonishment and 
Harry^s delight, discovered me in my cap- 
tive state. 

Oh, that^s capital fun 1 " said Harry. 
Won^t nurse be pleased when she sees 
who^s been at work at her stocking V^ And 
stooping down, the bad boy drew out one 
of the needles, and gave me such a stab 
that I yelled again with pain, and^ making 
a sudden spring towards the door, I rushed 
away — cotton, and needles, and stocking, 
all after me, as well as Georgy^s little horse 
and cart, which, lying on the floor, the 
needles had caught hold of, and carried 
along with us. I wag so frightened and 
hurt that I scarcely knew where I was run- 
ning to — ^anywhere to escape my tormentor, 
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whom Z heard in chase afler me^ and Lucy 
behind him. I daresay she was afraid^ if 
Harry caught me, he would hurt me again-* 
the very thing I myself feared. It was no 
use my trying to get away, entangled as I 
was. They soon caught me, and I was 
conveyed back to the nursery, where dear 
Lucy soon released me from myfettens; und 
nurse just then coming in, I had to under- 
go a pretty sharp scolding for the mischief 
I had done. 

''Don^t scold. the poor kitten, nttrs©,^* 
said Lucy, coa^ingly. *^I am sure she 
is both frightened and hurt, for I know 
that Harry stuck the needle into her side* 
Poor thing V^ added she, fondling and strok. 
ing me down. '' You know, nurBe> she is 
only a kitten, and has not been taught 
otherwise. I heard you tell Georgy so one 
day when she scratched his finger ; and if 
we were to beat her jB3r what she has done, 
it would not make her any better; so 
please forgive her this time.'^ 



1 
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"Well," replied nurse, who I am sure 
was a sensible woman, '^I don't want to 
beat the poor little thing; for, as you say, 
it would not make her any better, and 
we ought to punish only in the hope of 
doing good. But your brother is calling 
you from the garden ; you had better leave 
pussy here while you go to him.'' 

Lucy put me down and tripped away, 
leaving me behind, as she thought ; but in 
this she was mistaken. I always ran after 
her when I had an opportunity, and so I 
did now : foUowing her into the garden, 
where, seeing Master Harry, I crept close 
under one of the bushes to hide myself 
from him. 

" See, Lucy, what I have been doing; I 
have made such an excellent swing, and I 
intend to give you a ride on it. Come, sit 
down," said Harry. 

'' Oh ! brother, not on the cherry-tree,*' 
answered Lucy, in dismay; "you know 
papa told us that we were never to pull the 
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branches^ nor to touch them, and you have 
hung the swing on one of the largest and 
best trees/^ 

^' What stuff !^^ replied the naughty, dis- 
obedient boy ; " as if it could hurt the old 
tree, just having a swing upon it. You 
girls are always so afraid of doing some- 
thing wrong.^^ 

He then numicked poor Lucy^s voice and 
manner, and went on to say, ^^ Besides, 
how^s papa to know anything about it, un- 
less you tell him, and I suppose you are 
not going to be a little blab ? You should 
just see what we boys do at school, and the 
pranks we play without the masters know- 
ing anything about it. Why we But I 

won't tell secrets out of school, especially 
to a frightened girl,'' said he, looking con- 
temptuously on his sister. ^'We boys do 
know how to keep a secret. Come, I say," 
the mischievous boy continued, ^^do you 
mean to let me swing you or not ? I can't 
waste my time over you, so say yes or no. 
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''JVo, Harry, I dare not; it is wrong 
to do it when papa has told ns we 
mustn^t.^^ 

'' You little silly goose ! " cried Harry. 
'^I tell you papa would never know 
anything at all about it; how should 
he?" 

'^ But God knows," replied Lucy, '' and 
I can't sit on the swing." 

^' Oh ! well," repKed Harry> carelessly, 
^' let it alone. If you don't like to come, I 
shall have it all to myself." 

He then vaulted into the seat, and began 
to swing himself backwards and forwards j 
gently at first, and then higher and higher 
he went as his courage increased. 

Lucy stood watching her brother swing ; 
though every now and then she glanced 
uneasily towards the house, dreading, no 
doubt, lest her papa should be watching 
him as well as herself. She would, I am 
sure, have been very sorry to See Harry 
punished, however much he deserved it. 
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But; though Mr. Everett did not^ as 
Lucy feared he would, make his appearance, 
and Harry was therefore in no danger from 
hwi, still he met with the reward of his 
diaobedience, as I shaU explain to my 
young friends. For more than a quarter of 
an hour Harry continued his amusement in 
the swing, when suddenly, while he was 
mounted up aloft, there came all at once a 
fearfol crash, and down feU Harry and 
on© half of the cherry-tree, which was 
nearly split in two. The boy and one part 
of the fcpee lay prostrate ; the one doomed 
never again to bear the rich, ripe fruit of 
summer, and the other to endure the loss 
of sight for many days, for Harry had been 
struck right across the eyes by a largo 
branch, and he was so stunned that he lay 
bleeding on the ground without attempting 
to rise. 

Poor Lucy, pale, trembling, and fright- 
ened, ran towards her brother to help him 
up ; but when she saw the blood running 
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from his nose she screamed aloud^ and 
darted off towards the house for assistance. 
Both Mrs. Everett and Katie were alarmed 
by Lucy's screams, and were hastening 
across the lawn towards the scene of the 
disaster. Of course Harry's mamma was 
much shocked to see him in this condition ; 
but as Harry had now got up, and was 
wiping his face with his handkerchief, Katie 
only said, — 

^^ Pm sure it serves you right, Harry, for 
you are always at some mischief or other, 
and now you have broken our most beauti- 
ful cherry-tree.'' 

^^ Hush, Katie," said Mrs. Everett j ''your 
brother is punished severely enough with- 
out having reproach from you. Help me 
to lead him into the house, that his Jiurt 
may be attended to "; and the poor fellow 
was led off betwixt his mother and sister, 
while Lucy followed, weeping over her 
brother's misfortune. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

PUSS IS IN DISGRACE. 

AND now for several days I saw nothing 
more of Harry. I didn^t at all grieve 
on that account, as my young readers will 
suppose. My time passed very pleasantly 
in the nursery, except that sometimes little 
Georgy would insist upon ^^ playing with 
puthy/^ which play generally ended in a 
squeeze, a squeal, a scratch, and a cry ; 
for it is not in nature that a cat or kitten 
should be put to pain without resenting 
such treatment; and no doubt our claws 
are given us for defence, so why should we 
not use them ? I confess I saw no reason, 
and accordingly I did use them, though 
nurse sometimes gave me a sharp slap for 
so doing. This I conceive was very wrong 
of her. I suppose she did it without con- 
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sidermg^ because she wsu3 yexed at seein^- 
baby's chubby little arm scratched^ for she 
was a good, kind creature — quite a pattern 
for nurses, I think ; and she always used me 
well, except upon some special occasions, 
when, no doubt, she concluded that I 
deserved punishment, and must have it. 

It happened one day that I fell iato greeA 
disgrace with nurse, and was very noiur 
being banished from the nursery, at least 
for a time. I had one morning been left 
without any breakfast, for my young lady 
was poorly, and did not get up at her usual 
early hour. As none but Lucy ever- 
brought me the b^ead and milk, I was for 
once neglected ; and as I did not then know 
the reason, I considered myself lU-used, as 
some foolish children I am afraid are apt to 
do, when their parents or friends are pre* 
vented, from some cause or other, from 
attending to their wants immediately. 

The time seemed to pass very slowly 
with me, though I tried various ways 
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of amuEKbg myi^elf. I could not forget 
that I was hungry^ and every time the 
nursery door opened I expected to see 
Lttcy^ with her little saucerful of milk and 
bread. However, no Lucy came, so at last 
I fell asleep, and dreamed that I smelt 
such a delicious smell of roasted meat that 
it quite made my mouth water. Well, just 
then the door opened^ and roused me up ; 
but it was not Lucy that came in ; it was 
nurse and little Georgy, whose dinner she 
held in her hand. Could it have been this 
that I had smelt in my dream ? Oh, how I 
longed to taste it I and as nurse put the 
pktte down on the fender^ to remain there 
until she had taken off Georgy^s hat and 
coat, the temptation was too strong for me, 
so I crept from under the chair, and 
snatched off a piece of meat with my paw. 
I thought I had never tasted anything so 
delicious ; so I took another, and another, 
and another little piece, until very little 
dinner remained for the poor fellow, who 
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was undergoing a bmsliing and smoothing 
down very quietly. 

And now Mary (that was nurse^s name) 
turned to the fender for Georgy's dinner. 
Why there was nothiug left of it but some 
potato^ which I did not much relish. 

^'The cat! that dirty cat!'' exclaimed 
Mary, in a tone almost Hke crying ; '^ she 
must have been at the plate V And poor 
Georgy was set down while nurse looked 
after the culprit in order to inflict chastise- 
ment. 

It was iu vain that I tried to make my 
escape, for the door was closed; so Mary 
caught me, and gave me such a beating as 
I did not soon forget, though I think it 
was very unfair to punish me, as I had 
been kept without anything to eat all the 
morning; and, as no one had thought of 
my wants, I was obliged to provide for 
myself. Besides, how did I know but what 
the plate had been set there on purpose 
for me ? However, I was made to Tcnow it 
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now ; and as I didn't at all like the treat- 
ment I had received, as soon as nurse 
opened the door I ran off into the garden, 
determined to remain there all day, or at 
least until dear Lucy should make her 
appearance again. 

I soon forgot all about the beating in 
rolling myself over and over on the soft 
grass, and trying to climb up the trees, at 
which I was not yet very expert. At last I 
heard the voice of my young mistress, just 
as I was creeping through the hedge ; and 
there to be sure on the lawn she was, play- 
ing with her sister, tossing about a large 
india-rubber ball. Of course I joined in the 
sport, and, darting forward, I caught the 
ball between my two paws. 

" Get away, you little tiresome thing !*' 
exclaimed Katie, as she snatched the ball 
from me, and kicked me away with her 
foot. 

''Oh, don't hurt poor pussy, Katie! 
How can yon be so cruel as to kick her? 
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She wasn't doing any harm to the ball^ I'm 
sure/' 

" That's all you know about it, you silly 
thing/' replied the ill-natured girl ; '^ she 
would make a hole in the ball in a minute 
with her sharp claws. Besides, I didn't 
hurt the cat, and I am not cruel. I shan't 
play with you any more for calling me so." 

She then ran off with the ball, though 
Lucy asked her very kindly to leave it for her 
to play with. After Katie was gone, Lucy 
took me up in her arms, and stroked me 
with her little soft hand, and called me her 
'' dear little pussy ;" but I think she would 
have been vexed if she had known that I 
had eaten Georgy's dinner, for Lucy was 
very fond of her brother. I was glad she 
did not know what I had done, for I should 
have been sorry to see her angry, or to 
grieve her in any way. However, I did 
grieve her very much before the day was 
over ; I will tell my young readers in what 
way. As Lucy was walking round the 
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garden with me in her arms, she came to a 
pretty hedge of ivy, and putting me down, 
she turned some of the leaves aside, when 
out flew a bird. 

Oh ! '' cried Lucy, in a gentle voice, 

how sorry I am that I frightened the 
sweet little thing V' and she immediately 
put back the leaves again, and walked 
away. 

I knew very well that she had been peep- 
ing into a nest, and I determined that I 
would have a peep too as soon as Lucy 
went away ; so I wandered off by myself, 
and did not pretend to have seen anything, 
but the moment she was called into the 
house I crept back to the ivy-bush. I had 
not eaten so much dinner as to take my 
appetite entirely away, especially for a 
young bird — a dainty I had often tasted 
before, though it was only when I found 
them on the grass, or the garden-walks. I 
little thought what trouble I was going 
to bring upon myself, nor how much I 
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should occasion my young mistress ; in 
faotj I thought of nothing just then but 
securing my prize, and I declare I only 
meant to take one bird. 

As I said before, I went back to the nest. 
I listened a moment to hear the chirp of the 
young birds. The old one I was sure had 
not yet come back to them : I should have 
been rather afraid of getting a peck in the 
eyes if she had. Very soon I heard the 
chirping that I was listening for, and I 
scrambled quickly up the hedge, and 
stretching out one of my paws, just caught 
hold of the side of the nest, when down I 
came, nest and all 1 Of course I was not 
hurt, though I fell upon my back. I soon 
rolled over on to my feet, and there, close 
beside me, were lying, sprawling on the 
grass, four little, ugly, gaping things, with 
mouths almost as large as their bodies. 
They were all out of the nest, and were 
struggling and squeaking as helpless as 
could be. 
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I was just beginning to feast on one of 
the birds when, to my great dismay, I heard 
4he voice of Master Harry, and looking 
ronnd, I saw him running towards me with 
a large stick* Instantly I dropped the 
little bird, and rushed away to escape a 
beating ; but the cruel boy was too sharp 
for me. He flung the stick with such 
violence that, striking me on the leg, I was 
quite disabled, and could only crawl into 
the bushes to hide myself, and to lick the 
injured leg. I felt enough for my own pain, 
but I declare I never once thought of the 
pain and discomfort I had occasioned to the 
poor birds, and their young ones, by pulling 
doMrn their soft warm nest, and leaving the 
little creatures, helpless and miserable on 
the grass. Perhaps, if I had been a girl or 
a boy, I might have felt for others as well 
as for myself j and indeed, as it was, when 
I heard poor Lucy weeping and sobbing 
over the little birds, and declaring that it 
was all her fault for looking into the nest 
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when slie had me in her arms^ I did feel 
very sorry for what happened^ though I 
must confess I was also sorry that I had 
been deprived of the feast I intended for 
myself; and as I continued to lick my 
poor leg, I thought myself very hardly 
treated. 

I was not so much engaged in my own 
concerns hut that I took a peep to see what 
Lucy was doing, and what would become of 
the little outcasts for whom my mouth still 
watered. It was no use, however, for me to 
think any more of such dainties when I saw 
Lucy take up the little ugly things, on 
whose account I had been put to such pain, 
and place them very carefully in the nest, 
which she again put back in the same place 
from whence I had dragged it. 

As she did this she said to Katie, who had 
come to see what was the matter, — 

^^ I am a&aid to put the nest back into 
the same place, for that nasty cat will 
perhaps come to it again.^' 
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Never before this had my young mistress 
given me any but endearing names. I had 
always been her ^^ pretty/' or '^dear pussy /' 
and now to be called by her ^^ That nasty 
cat ! " it was too bad, and all about those 
trumpery birds. Then that ill-natured 
Katie, though I don't believe that she cared 
one bit for the nest or its contents, joined 
in, and called me a ^^ cruel beast,'' and 
declared she would kill me, or tell Harry to 
do so, adding that she hoped he had 
hurt me very much when he threw the 
stick at md. 

"I'm sure I did," said the bad boy, 
who just then came up with Carlo, after 
whom he had been to set him, as he said, 
at me. 

^'I know Carlo will worry her well, if we 
can find where she has crept to," said my 
tormentor : " somewhere about these bushes 
I saw her go." 

Oh, how I trembled lest he should find 
me ! And I do believe dear little Lucy was 
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afiraid for me, though she did call me '^ a 
nasty cat/^ 

'^No, Harry," said the kind girl, "pray 
don't hurt pussy any more; I am very 
sorry about the poor birds, but puss does 
not know that it is wrong to kill them, and 
it wonH do tJiem any good to hurt the 
cat/' 

" But it will teach her to behave better 
another time," replied Harry, ''and it's no 
good your saying ' don't hurt her,' Lucy, for 
I mean to set Carlo on her whenever I find 
her ;" and the bad boy began beating about 
the bush where I was hiding. In spite of 
the pain in my leg, to avoid being dis- 
covered I was obliged to change my 
quarters, and squeezing myself farther into 
the hedge, I got out into the road at last, 
and felt myself free, though I was unable 
to run. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

A NEW HOME FOB PUSSY, 

I HAD now to begin the world afresh, for 
I intended to forsake the only home I 
had ever known, though of course I had 
no idea where to go to ; but as well as I 
could I limped along. 

It was a rery fine afternoon; the sun 
shone brightly, and the birds were singing 
all around in the trees and hedges, but I 
had had enough of birds for one day : I 
didnH eyon like to hear them sing. I went 
on my way disconsolately enough, feeling 
that if I was out of the reach of the mis- 
chievous boy I was also getting farther 
and farther away from my sweet mistress. 
However, there was no help for it now, I 
must go on. Not very far had I got before 
I was taken up by a little girl about the 
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same age as Lucy, but not half so well 
dressed, nor so pretty. 

'^ Oh ! look, Jem P' she exclaimed, to a 
boy somewhat older than herself; ^'look 
what a pretty little cat here is ; but the poor 
thing seems lame. Do you think I may 
take it home, and that mother will let me 
keep it?^' 

'^I don^t know, Fm sure, Jane,'' 
answered her brother ; " but I am afraid we 
are too poor to keep even that little 
cat. Father has such small wages now, 
and mother gets so little by her wash- 

" Oh,'' cried the little girl, '' I would 
take care it didn't cost anything to keep it, 
for I would always give it some of my 
bread and milk, morning and evening; 
and then you know, Jem," she continued, 
as if the thought had just struck her, 
'^ puss would catch plenty of mice, for I'm 
sure we have plenty, and you say that in 
your little loft they come out at nighty 
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and run over your face while you are iu 
bed. Now, Jem, if you had the cat in the 
room with you, she would soon catch them, 
or at least frighten them all away, and 
wouldn^t that be a good thing ? " 

^^ Tes,^' replied Jem, ^^ I should be very 
glad to have the cat, and I think father would 
like it too, for he said one day, when a 
mouse had been eating the crttst oif his 
pie, that it made him quite sick, and that 
he wished he knew where to get a cat, for 
we had better feed a cat than a dozen or 
two of mice/' 

And so it was agreed that I should be 
taken to the cottage of Beuben Brown 
(that was their father's name); and little Jane 
hugged me in her arms, and seemed quite 
delighted with her good luck in finding 
me. And then I was taken to a new 
home — not so fine a one as I had left, but I 
didn't care about that, for I might ^leep 
on the old arm-chair, or on the broad win- 
dow-sill, in the middle of which stood a 
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large flowering myrtle^ whicli shaded the 
room from the sun^ but did not take away the 
warmth from the comer which I soon 
adopted as my own. The only thing I felt 
sorry about was not seeing the sweet face 
and hearing the cheery tones of Lucy ; yet 
I feared that, had I remained at Woodlands^ 
she would never again have called me her 
good little cat, nor caressed me as she had 
before done ; so I made up my mind to 
be as happy as I could under the circum- 
stances, and I strongly advise all children 
to try and do the same when anything 
happens which they don^t exactly like; 
then they will only have one evil to endure, 
instead of two. 

I felt quite certain, from what I had heard 
Jem and his sister say, that their father 
and mother had taken care of them, and 
had brought them up well; and when I 
knew Beuben and Sally Brown, I found I 
had not been mistaken, for they were kind^ 
thoughtful people, who never spoke rudely 
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or roughly to thoir children, though they 
always expected to be obeyed by them, and 
never suffered them to be idle; indeed, I 
don't think either Jem or his sister could 
have been idle : it was quite unnatural to 
them to be so. 

A nice clean cottage was this to which 
I had been brought; and it had a pretty 
little garden in the front, as all the other 
cottages in the row had; only not one of 
the others was so well kept, and had such 
pretty flowers in it as this had. There were 
roses and pinks, and plenty of sweet herbs, 
which, when I grew familiar with the place, 
I was very fond of creeping about, or lying 
under the shade of the larger ones. Then, 
close round the door, and almost peeping 
into it, was a beautiful honeysuckle that 
scented the whole house; and very often 
Jane had a pretty nosegay, composed of 
the different flowers in the garden, which 
gave the little cottage a bright, cheerful 
appearance. But I am rambling on without 
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telling of my first introduction to this 
pleasant, though poor home. 

'' Mother ! " cried the little girl, as she 
entered the cottage with her brother, '^ see 
what I have found in the road; such a 
pretty cat, isn't it ? May I keep it, do you 
think ? '' 

" I don't know, Jane,'' replied the good 
woman, ^'what to say about your keeping 
it. Has your father seen the cat ? " 

" We found it on the road, mother," said 
Jem, ^^ as we were coming back from the 
forest, after we had taken father's dinner, 
so he has not seen it ; but I think he would 
like it, for I have heard him say he should 
like to have a cat." 

'^Well, but, Jane," said Mrs. Brown, 
^^ this little cat you know must belong to 
some one, and we should try to find its 
owner. If your father is willing, we will 
keep it till then, but I am afraid poor puss 
will not be very well fed with us." 

^^ Oh," replied Jem, '^ she will catch all 
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the mice j and they do scamper about so in 
my little room, that I am sure there must 
be dozens of them. You must let me have 
pussy at night, Jane, you know, and she 
shall be your care in the day-time.^' 

Matters being thus arranged, the little 
party went off to their different employ- 
ments. Jem went out into the yard to pile 
up some sticks which he had brought home 
the day before, and which were to be made 
into a small stack for winter fire-wood; 
while Jane put on a rough apron that 
wrapped her all round, and proceeded to 
clean up the room, which seemed to be 
kitchen and parlour too, for there was no 
other down-stairs, except a small back 
place like a shed. To this shed Mrs. 
Brown betook herself to finish her washing, 
that, as she said, she might have done all, 
and get the clothes dry, and perhaps 
folded, before father came home. As for 
me, I was allowed to pass my time as I 
thought proper, only I was confined to the 
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housoj the door of which was shut, lest, as 
Jane flnggejsted, pussy should run away. 
There certainly was not much to admire in 
this small room; there was no carpet on 
the floor, no nice pictures on the walls, no 
fine looking-glass over the chimney-piece^ 
with a beautiful gilt frame round it, and 
pretty ornaments standing in front of it; 
there were no sofas nor easy chairs, except 
the one into which I jumped, and curled 
myself up in, for a quiet nap ; and this cer- 
tainly would not have been an easy chair, 
even for me, if the good dame had not 
taken care to fill a piece of printed calico 
with some feathers, in order that her hus- 
band might have a soft seat to rest on 
when he came home tired and weary from 
his work. I, however, was permitted to 
keep possession of this softest seat in the 
house, while Jane brightened up the fire- 
side, and then proceeded to scour the two 
deal-tables, which I am sure looked quite 
white and clean before, and did not appear 
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to require the good brushing she gave 
them ; then the nice smooth stone floor was 
washed all over, and Jane rose up from her 
knees so hot, but very happy as she 
looked round on the things she had made 
clean. 

But there was a great deal more to do 
yet, for the mantel-piece and the chairs had 
to be dusted, and some fresh flowers to be 
arranged; so little Jane had no time to 
talk to me, and I lay now very quietly 
watching her take down the two brass 
candlesticks, and two china figures, I think 
a shepherd and a shepherdess. She dusted 
these things very carefully, and then put 
them back into their places ; there was a 
small clock standing in the middle, and this 
was touched very gently with the duster : 
Jane seemed almost frightened at wiping 
its face. 

And now she took off her coarse 
apron, washed her rosy cheeks, and 
brushed her hair, before a small looking- 
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glass that hung beside the window; then 
she proceeded to set out the tea-things^ 
bnt I shonld say that before she did this 
she went to help her good mother to hang 
out the clothes, which by this time were 
finished. When all was quiet I again fell 
asleep, and did not awake until I heard a 
man's voice say,— 

''Why, Sally, my lass, what hast got 
here ? A bonny little cat I Where did it 
come from?'* said Beuben Brown, for it 
was he who took me up, and having seated 
himself, began to stroke me kindly. . This 
I thought was a very good beginning, and 
gained my approbation of his conduct. 

''We found the cat on our way home, 
father, after we had taken you your dinner. 
Isn't she a pretty creature, and don't you 
think she will catch the mice ? " said Jane, 
answering her father's question, which had 
been addressed to his wife. 

"Likely enough it will frighten the mice 
away, if it doesn't catch them," repUed 
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Reuben, wlio was regarding me witii a 
pleased countenance. He was a staid, 
quiet-looking man, who seemed to have 
been doing a bard day's work for his wife 
and children, and was now glad of a rest 
in the old arm-chair. "We have seen that 
the other members of the family had not 
been idle. 

'^ Where's your mother gone, Jane ? " 
said Beuben Brown, for his wife had left 
the kitchen while Jane was speaking to 
her father, 

'^Only to the hedge, father, for the 
clothes, and Til make the tea and cut 
some bread, and call Jem in from the yard. 
Mother will be back by that time, I 
reckon." 

''Then Pll nurse the cat for you till 
then,'' replied her father, stroking me 
kindly as he said this. I could see how 
Jane's eyes sparkled with pleasure as she 
heard her father speak so of me. I dare- 
say she concluded now that there would 

p 2' 
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be no fear of my being sent away, to seek 
my fortune again. 

By the time all was ready, Mrs. Brown 
and Jem had made their appearance ; and 
this poor but happy family sat down to 
their frugal meal, while I was placed upon 
a stool beside the master of the house ; an 
honour I had never enjoyed at the great 
house at Woodlands. 

'^ Jane, whereas the bacon for your 
father ? '' said Mrs. Brown. '^ You have 
forgotten that, my dear.^^ 

" Oh, so I have, mother,*^ replied Jane, 
who then mounted on a chair and reached 
from a shelf a small dish which, when 
placed upon the table, bore evident marks 
of having been visited by mice ; in fact, the 
bit of bacon appeared to be nibbled all 
over, and an exclamation of vexation burst 
from Eeuben Brown. 

'' Drat they mice ! ^' exclaimed he. '' I 
wish we had a bit of a place to put the 
meat into, to keep it out of their reach ; it 



A NEW HOME FOE PUSSY. 09 

fair maks a body sick to see it all scratted 
over i* that fashion/^ 

'' I am so sorry, father, that I forgot to 
get it down, and scrape and put it on a clean 
dish,'^ said Jane, who looked quite discon- 
certed at having been partly the cause of 
her father's vexation. 

" Well, you must remember next time,'' 
said her mother ; ^^ but perhaps," added she, 
looking at me, '^ we shall be clear of the 
mice soon, if pussy there turns out to be a 
good mouser." 

^' Oh, Fm a'most sure she will, mother," 
chimed in Jem ; ^^ she's a sharp little thing, 
I know, and she'll be after them to-night, 
see if she isn't ; but I must give her some 
of my milk and water : it won't do to begin 
by starving her." 

Jane had been busy all this time in scrap- 
ing the bacon, and putting it on to a clean 
dish, or I daresay she would have remem- 
bered me, and I really did want the milk 
and water very much, and was grateful to 
Jem for giving it to me. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

A HAPPY FAMILY. 

'^T^OIJ have liad a hard day's work, I 
X reckon/' said Benben Brown to his 
wife, when they were again quietly settled 
at the tea-table; '^snch a cartload of 
clothes as yon got from the HaU this week. 
I suppose holiday-time will soon be over, 
and Master Everett will be going back to 
school again/' 

"Ay, and the best place for him," 
replied Mrs. Brown, "for while he is at 
home, the servants say that he is never out 
of mischief, and none of them can abide 
him; so the sooner he goes back the 
better." 

"I reckon his father thinks this too," 
said Benben ; " for it's ozily yesterday that 
young master took it into his head to ride 
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through the corn-field^ at the end of the 
lane where the cattle often pass through ; 
he either forgot to shut the gate^ or left it 
open on purpose^ so the cows got into the 
com, and they^ve tramped it down sadly. 
I heard Joe Milbum exclaLming against 
the ^ young monkey/ as he called Master 
Harry, and threatening to go and tell the 
Squire — and he did go too; but whereas 
the use ? Though the Squire's said to be a 
very strict man with his children, I don't 
think that boy minds him a bit, only he 
tries always to keep out of his father's way 
if he can. I heard him say only yesterday, 
when he was standing looking at me felling 
the old tree, ^Oh, there's the guVnor com- 
ing : 1^11 be off. I don't want him to see 
which way I go.' And he leaped the high 
gate before I could turn myself. But 
come, Sally, let's talk of something else," 
said the good man; ^^ we had better mind 
our own children than be finding fault 
with other people's. What have you 
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two youngsters been about all day ? 
said Beuben^ turning to Jane and her 
brother. 

'^ I haven't been idle, have I, mother ? '' 
asked Jane. 

^^ Nor I either,'' said Jem ; '^ you must 
come and see, father, when you are rested, 
what a famous stack I have got in the yard, 
and I have packed the sticks so close, that 
if we had ever such a high wind, I don't 
think it could blow them down." 

^^ Don't be too sure of that, Jem," said 
his mother; '' remember last winter, when 
not only one stack of wood was 'carried 
away, but the roof nearly taken off the 
house." 

'^Ah, mother, I remember!" repHed 

^ Jem; ''but you know the stack was built 

too high. I have taken care of that this 

time, and I'm going to make two instead of 

one, close beside each other." 

'' A very good plan, my boy," said the 
father ; " and I have brought home a fresh 



A HAPPY FAMILY. 73 

supply to-nigLt — they are outside^ — and 
you can put them with the others in the 
morning/^ 

''Oh, I can do it to-night!'^ replied 
Jem. 

'' No ; not to-night. We have all done 
enough to-day : we must have a little time 
for reading.'* 

''Jane and I will have to fold the 
clothes/' said Mrs. Brown, "then they will 
be ready for mangling and ironing in the 
morning. We have both had plenty to do 
to-day, but you know the old saying, 
Reuben, ' Women's work is never done.' " 

" Well, I must say, wife, you are always 
at it, early and late. I wish you could get 
a little rest sometimes." 

"Well, I do get a rest every Sunday, 
and it does me a deal of good. I don't 
know what poor folks would do if there 
were no Sundays, and no churches to go to. 
I for one should be very miserable ; and I 
don't think that I could get on with my 
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work so well if there did not come a 
time for reading and rest once in the 
week," 

^^ And Jem and I, mother, would be very 
badly oflF if we had no nice Snnday-school 
to attend, and no Miss Lawrence to teach 
us those beautiful hymns. Do you know, 
father, that Jem and I can say nearly a 
hundred verses ? I can learn mine when I 
am knitting," said little Jane, ^^ and it does 
not hinder my work at all. See here, 
father, I have done nearly half the stocking 
in two days, and mother says I have not 
neglected my other work." 

" No, that you haven't, Jane dear," re- 
plied Mrs. Brown. ^^ But come now, wash 
up the tea-things while I damp the clothes, 
and then, while you help me to fold them, 
maybe Jem will sit at the end of the table 
and read to us ; perhaps father will take 
a nap." 

" I wish you would let me go with you 
to-morrow, father," said Jem, ^^ to help you 
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to cut down that old tree by the river 
side/' 

" I don't know what to say about that, 
lad; but Simmons will be there, and I 
think we shan't want you," replied 
Reuben. ^'But you may ask old Neddy 
Barnes to lend you his donkey, and come 
Ysd' it to get a load of wood, if mother 
likes." 

'^I don't mind his going," said the 
careM mother, ''if he will but keep out 
of harm's way; but I'm always afraid when 
you be felling them great trees, Reuben; 
it brings afore my face again the sight of 
that poor William Forrester, who was 
struck down and a'most killed when they 
were felling that big oak last year. * 'Twas 
the saddest sight I did ever see when he 
was brought home to his poor wife and the 
four little helpless children. It makes me 
all trommel agen when I think of the 
danger there is to you, Reuben; but Jem 
shall go along with you, because I know he 
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will do as you tell him, and not get into 
harm^s way." 

How well it would be if it could be said 
of all my little readers, ^' they will do what 
their parents tell them ; " and well would it 
have been for Master Harry Everett if he 
had resembled in his conduct his humble 
neighbour of Bumside, Jem Brown. 

But the quiet evening and a night of rest 
passed, and with a new day a new chapter 
of accidents must begin. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

PRIDE AND ILL-NATURE TUNISHED. 

THE next morning Reuben Brown was 
up and off to his work in the forest 
by half-past five o'clock. His wife said that 
Jem had better not go so early, but wait 
and take the dinner she was going to pre- 
pare for his father. Then, too, he had the 
donkey to go for, so it would be some 
hours before he could set off. 

Jane did not forget me at breakfast-time. 
There was some nice warm milk and bread 
put down for me, which I enjoyed very 
much, as my appetite had not been spoiled 
in the night by eating mice ; for, though I 
heard them scampering all about, and 
darted at every one I caught sight of, they 
were too sharp for me ; or perhaps I ought 
to say that there were too many holes for 
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them to escape by to give me a good 
chance of catching them^ though Fm sm*e 
I quite wearied myself with watching and 
scratching at every one of their holes : 
they were much too small even to admit my 
paw. 

I determined^ however^ that I would be a 
match for the mice before long. As I grew 
older, I should, I thought, learn by expe- 
rience ; and so I have, for I have since that 
time often heard myself called a capital 
mouser. 

« 

We should never give up trying to do 
better, however many times we may fail, 
for there is nothing to be gained if we do 
not persevere. As there was no amuse- 
ment for me in the house, except rmming 
round after my tail, or snapping at the flies 
that came buzzing about my ears, I watched 
the opportunity of Jem's going with his 
father's dixmer to run out after him, when 
Jane was helping her mother in the little 
back kitchen. Perhaps it was very 
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ungrateful of me^ but I fully intended to 
return with Jem. Scarcely had we got out 
of the lane when I saw my old enemy^ 
Harry Everett, coming towards us, and I 
heartily wished myself safe within the little 
humble cottage at Bumside again. How- 
ever, it was no use wishing; and, as I 
remembered his threats of what he woxdd 
do if ever he caught me again, I did not 
feel at all disposed to meet him, so I ran 
up a tree that stood in the comer of a field, 
just before he came up to us. This did not 
prevent him &om seeing me, of course ; so 
the first thing he did was to take up a large 
stone to throw at me. 

" Don't do that. Master Harry,'' said Jem 
Brown. ^' Don't try to hurt the poor 
cat." 

But the stone just missed me as Jem 
spoke, and went crashing among the 
branches, for it was a very large one. 

''Mind your own business," replied 
Harry, insultingly; and, at the same 
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moment^ he struck the poor donkey a hard 
blow with a stick which he carried in his 
hand, seemingly for the very purpose of 
doing mischief. 

The old man^s donkey, however, was not 
used to be treated with such indigniiy. He 
was a great favourite with his master, and 
very kindly treated by him, so he was not 
at all disposed to submit patiently to a blow 
from a stranger's hand ; for, no sooner had 
he received it, than Harry lay sprawling on 
the ground, from a kick which repaid the 
said blow with interest. 

Good-natured Jem Brown went forward 
to help Harry to rise ; but the indignant 
boy was on his feet in a minute, and 
stamping with rage and pain from the kick 
he had received on one of his shins — ^the 
old man's ass not paying the slightest 
respect to persons, but using the defence 
which nature had provided him with. 

" Pm sorry if the donkey has hurt you. 
Master Harry,'' said Jem ; '^ but you know 
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it was all your own fault for striking the 
poor thing.'' 

" Hold your impertinent tongue/' replied 
the proud, bad boy, '' or Til strike you 
next, and teach you not to lecture your 
betters." 

As he said this, Harry lifted the stick 
threateningly. But here, also, he had met 
with his match, for the sturdy Jem in- 
stantly made a dart at the stick, and seized 
it out of Harry's hand. 

''Now, keep off, if you don't Want a 
thrashing yourself," said Jem, as he put 
down his father's dinner, and stood in an 
attitude of defence. ''It isn't that I wan't 
to fight; but I'm not a going to let you 
strike me for nothing." 

" Impudent beggar," replied Halpry, 
scornfully, " don't think I'd condescend to 
fight with such as you»" 

"No, that's right," said Jeto; "it's 
better for ye not to fight wi' such as me, 
for ye'd maybe get the worst of it. And I 

G 
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am^t a beggar^ neither; for father and 
mother works hard for a living/' 

''Yes, I know that,'' answered Hany; 
''but I'll tell my papa of you, my fine 
fellow, and then see if either of them will 
get any more work from the HaU. Besides, 
I see it is you who have stolen Lucy's cat. 
You knew well enough who she belonged 
to ; but I'll get her now if I break my neck 
for it," said the daring, wicked boy, as he 
sprung up the tree to seize me. 

But there is a great difference, as my 
readers well know, between the .weight of a 
cat and a boy. So, though Harry might 
have been quite as nimble in climbing the 
tree as I had been, he was not quite so 
safe ; and, in his haste to seize poor me, he 
laid hold with one hand of a slender 
branch, and with the other he grasped my 
unfortunate tail. Down we came in an 
instant — ^bough, and boy, and cat, lay 
beneath the tree. I, not a bit worse fot 
my fall; but Harry groaning with pain, 
and this time quite unable to rise without 
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assistance. He had severely sprained his 
right arm^ upon which he had fallen. 

Jem Brown no sooner saw Harry on the 
ground than^ forgetting all his anger^ he 
ran to help his fallen enemy. Gently he 
raised the poor fellow to a sitting posture^ 
and then^ with some difficulty, to his feet. 
The arm was hanging powerlessly by 
Harry's side. 

''Shall I try to help you on to the 
donkey, or shall I go and fetch father to 
take you home, Master Harry ? '' said Jem. 
*' Pll do any way you like, and I am very 
sorry indeed that you are so much hurt.'' 

''I couldn't sit on the donkey, Jem," 
said the now humbled boy. '' I wish you 
would assist me to sit down on that log of 
wood, and then run for your father, for I 
am very sick." 

Jem did as he wm requested, and then 
said, '' Now Til run for father, and have him 
here in no time. Keep up your heart, 
Master Harry." 

a 2 
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It was not long before Beuben Brown 
and Bob Simmons^ the man who had been 
working with him, came back with Jem 
to the spot j and, between them, they led 
Harry to the Hall, while I followed at a 
respect&l distance, unobserved by anyone, 
unremembered even by Jem, in his anxiety 
for the boy who had behaved so badly to 
him. 

There was great consternation in the 
Hall at Woodlands when the servant 
opened the door, and Harry Everett, pale 
and sick with pain, was set down on a 
chair^ and the family assembled round him, 
' all anxious to know the extent of the 
injury he had received. Of course the 
first thing to be done was to send for the 
doctor, and Jem begged that he might be 
the messenger. 

In the meantime^ many were the 
kind and tender inquiries made as to where 
Harry was hurt, — ^if his arm was very pain- 
ful ? and how it had happened f In the 
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middle of all this care and concern Mr. 
Everett entered. 

I have before told my readers that. lie 
was rather a severe man ; but still he was 
a wise and just one^ and thought that 
crime should never go unpunished. K 
Harry could only have summoned courage 
to tell his father the whole truth at once^ 
and had expressed himself sony for what 
had occurred, most likely Mr. Everett 
would have forborne to reproach his son, as 
he had received sufficient chastisement by 
his terrible fall. But Harry was too much 
afraid of his father to speak the truth out 
boldly. He knew that in that quarter at 
least there would be very little compassion 
for him. 

Thus it was that too great severity acted 
as a check to speaking the truth on this 
half-penitent boy. So he told his own 
tale, in his own way ; but he had small rea- 
son to pride himself upon his performwoe. 
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CHAPTER X. 

TWO VERY DIFFERENT ACCOUNTS. 



" TTTHAT is all this commotion about ? '* 
M V said Mr. Everett, as he came into 
the Hall. ''What have yon been doing, 
Harry, that you are brought home in this 
state ? At some of your wild tricks again, 
I suppose ? '^ he added. '' There is never 
any peace while you are at home.'' 

This was true enough ; but I thought it 
was very unkind of his father to reproach 
him now that he was suflTering, and I knew 
that Harry's mamma and dear little Lucy 
thought so too. She kissed her brother's 
pale cheek, and took his hand between her 
little soft hands ; and she looked up at her 
papa as much as to say, ''Oh, don't be 
angry with him now ! " while the tears ran 
down her pretty cheeks. 
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Biit Mr. Everett did not notice them ; 
while Katie only said,— • 

" Fm sure it serves Harry right ; for, as 
papa says, there is no peace where he is.'' 

As she uttered this ill-natured remark 
she stepped back, and, in doing so, trod 
upon my tail, which seemed to be always in 
the way of misfortune, somehow, though it 
was only lying just outside the chair under 
which I had crept, to be out of everybody's 
reach. Of course I squealed out pretty 
loudly, and, in doing so, attracted every- 
one's attention ; for all eyes were turned 
towards me. 

^^ It is — ^it is my own dear little cat ! " 
said Lucy, catching me up in her arms and 
fondling me. " Oh, you sweet little crea- 
ture! Where have you been all this 
while?" 

^' Lucy," said Mr. Everett, very sharply, 
''be quiet with your nonsense; and let 
us hear what Harry has to say for him- 
self." 
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The very sigh^ of me seemed to have 
famislied Harry with something to say; 
fop he immediately, in a half-ciying tone, 
replied to his father's inquiry, — - 

'^ It's all that little nasty cat's fault. I 
saw her in a tree, and I knew Luqy wanted 
to have her back again, so I climbed up to 
get her, and the branch broke down, and 
my arm's broken too, I believe," said he, 
looking at it as it lay helplessly on his 
knee. 

" Poor fellow," said his mamma, fingering 
his bright curls ; for Harry had a fine head 
and a handsome face. Pity he was not 
good. 

As for Lucy, she began to cry afiresh 
when she heard his sad tale. 

'^ If this is all the truth," said Harry's 
father, ^^ of course we are all very sorry for 
you ; but here comes the doctor, and he 
will tell us what injury you have done to 
your arm." 

'^Well, young gentleman," said Doctor 
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Marcy (with whom Hany was no favourite, 
and who had besides had some knowledge 
of what had been going on), ''Which did 
you find the hardest, the donkey^s hoof or 
the ground it made you measure ? " 

I saw Harry give poor Jem, who had 
come in with the doctor, such a savage 
look, and I think Mr. Everett saw it also ; 
but he seemed quite surprised at what the 
doctor said. 

"Ah ! young friend,'^ continued that 
gentleman, ''you should always remember 
that hedgerows may have invisible eyes 
and ears, and you should speak and act 
with caution. One thing, however, let me 
tell you, that Jem Brown here has not told 
me anything, so you need not look so 
fiercely on him; but, before I give evidence 
as to facts, let me examine into the extent 
of your bruises, or, it may be, broken 
bone.'' 

Harry seemed very reluctant to show his 
arm to the doctor after what he had said ; 
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but the BuUen boy was a coward at heart I 
am sure^ for he cried out as loudly as I had 
done when the doctor lifted his arm and 
tried to bend it. 

'^A severe sprain/' I heard him say; 
" but there are no bones broken. He had 
better now be put to bed^ and have his arm 
bathed with warm water.'' 

'^ First let us hear/' said Harry's father^ 
'' what you know, doctor, about this affair, 
for I strongly suspect that I have not heard 
all the truth." 

^^ Well," replied the good doctor, '^ I am 
a father myself, and I should not wish any- 
one to screen my son if he did what was 
wrong. However, Master Harry here has 
had sufficient punishment inflicted upon 
him, — ^therefore, what I have to tell will 
bring no more to him than the feeling of 
disgrace which must ever attend the ex- 
posure of deception. I shall give yon the 
whole narrative, Mr. Everett, because, as I 
heard a threat uttered to mj little messen« 
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ger Here^ I am fearful lest it should be put 
into execution/' 

Dr. Marcy then told Harry's father all 
that my young readers have already heard^ 
and which the worthy doctor himself had 
been an eye and ear witness to^ as he 
happened to be passing through the field 
on the other side of the hedge while it was 
going on. 

''And now,'' said he, ''Master Harry, 
let me give you a word of advice. Always 
remember that a good boy, though a poor 
one, is worthy of all honour; while the 
fine young gentleman who disregards the 
teaching of his parents and tutors is 
unworthy of the station which he 
occupies; and is, in fact, a disgrace 
to it," 

"Thank you, my good sir," said Mr. 
Everett to the doctor. " I earnestly hope 
that my son may receive and may attend to 
your advice ; and that, for the future, he 
will learn to respect the feelings of others. 
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instead of regarding only kis own imme- 
diate gratification/' 

I conldn't help thinkings when Mr. 
Everett said this, that he himself did not 
always regard the feelings of others^ or 
surely he wonld have spoken Inore gently 
to them^ and so have made people love 
rather than fear him. I was very glad^ 
however, when he turned round to Jem, 
and said,— 

^' If your father can spare you I wish 
him to send you to me to-morrow. We 
want a young lad to wait at table, and to 
clean the knives and shoes — ^if you would 
like to come, that is ? '' 

'^ Yes, sir,'' said Jem ; '' I should like it 
very much, and I think my father does not 
want my services at home ; but I will ask 
him and bring you word to-morrow. 

Jem made his best bow when he had said 
this, and was walking away) but Mr. 
Everett called him back. 

^^Stay," said he to Jem, "you must 
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take tliis,'' giving him lialf a crown ; ^^ and 
you must keep it for yourself/' 

'^No, I thank you, sir/' said the boy, 
" Fd rather not take it ; I haven't earned 
the money yet; though I shall be very 
glad to do so if I' come to live at Wood- 
lands/' 

'' You must take this now/' replied Mr. 
Everett ; '^ because it is my wish that you 
should do so j and you must recollect what 
I now tell you, for it will save trouble 
afterwards. That to do as you are told 
without questioning, is one of the duties 
which you will have to practise when you 
come to live at the Hall." 

Saying this, Harry's father put the 
money into Jem's hand, and bade him 
hasten home, as his mother would no 
doubt wonder what had become of him 
and the old man's donkey. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

OPINIONS DIFFER. 

I WAS sorry to see my young friend 
Jem take liis departure, but then I 
hoped to see him again in the morning, 
and I was with dear Httle Lucy, that indeed 
was a comfort. 

I think she must have forgotten what I 
did to the poor little birds, or perhaps she 
was so glad to hare me back again that 
she did not wish to think of past unplea- 
santness; however, that ill-natured girl, 
Katie, seemed always ready to make mis- 
chief, for as soon as Harry had been led 
off to bed, she began to scold poor Lucy 
about me. 

''There you are, nursing that horrid 
little cat again! I declare I never saw 
such a baby as you. I thought you had 
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seen enough of cats^ after the nest of the 
poor birds being destroyed ; to be sure,'' 
added she, ''it did not signify much 
about them, for they were Httle, ugly, 
squeaking things ; yet you went on terribly 
about them, and, after making so much 
fuss, I wonder how you can nurse the 
cat/' 

'' I was very sorry, indeed, Katie, about 
the birds, and I did feel very angry with 
pussy at the time ; but she did not know 
that there was anything wrong in taking a 
bird's nest. She did not think that it 
was cruel to do so, or perhaps she would 
not have done it." 

''Oh, no, I dare say not," said Katie, 
mockingly. " She would not think it wrong 
or cruel to tear my darling Httle canary out 
of its cage, and to eat it up, feathers and 
all* Nor I dare say would she mind pulling 
the gold fishes out of the water, and knock- 
ing down the glass globe, and spilling all 
the water on the carpet. You would say 
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then^ that ' she did not know any better^' 
youM find an excuse for her whatever she 
were to do/' 

" Oh, Katie, how can you say such ill- 
natured things ? Puss is not likely to get 
at your canary, andFrn sure she would not 
put her paw into the water for anything. 
You never find fault with Carlo, whatever 
he does,'' continued my little mistress; 
''and that, I suppose, is because you hke him 
so much, and why mayn't I like pussy ? " 

" Oh, I don't care what you like 1" cried 
the petulant girl ; " but pray put the cat 
down, and let us go and have a game at 
ball in the garden." 

''Must we let pussy go with usf" said 
Lucy* 

" No, of course not 1" replied her sister, 
" we don't want her scampering after the 
ball; run with her into the nursery, and 
let her play with Georgy," 

I believe that I am a very good*natured 
cat; though, perhaps, it is not right to 
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praise myself. I liked little Georgy; 
though he did pull my tail, and handle 
me rather roughly sometimes, he always 
patted me, and called me '^ poor putty," 
when I cried out ; then I often gave the 
chubby little hand a gentle scratch, which 
sent him screaming to nurse, but I only 
did it in self-defence. I don^t think that 
children ought to be allowed to pull cats 
about, for it is only natural that they should 
resent ill-treatment. But I must proceed 
with my story. Lucy took me, as Katie 
had told her, into the nursery, and Georgy, 
who was sitting on nurse's knee, held out 
his hands for me immediately. 

''No, dear ! " said Lucy, ''you must not 
have pussy, for if you squeeze her, she is 
sure to scratch you.'' 

"Me not keese putty, Luty. Div it 
to me, pease ! " 

"If you will just put her into Master 
Georgy's lap, FU take care he doesn't 
hurt her. Miss Lucy," said nurse; "I'll 

n 
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pat my knitting down^ and mind them 
both/' 

Tbia was verj kind of Mary, and I am 
sore it is more than many servants would 
have done for the sake of a cat* So I was 
consigned to the t^ider mercies of little 
Oeorgyj with many an iigunction from 
Lucy to her brother to mind not to hnrt 
poor pussy. 

For some time matters went on very 
smooth^. I was stroked and fondled by 
turns; now and then it is true my eyes 
were in some danger of being put out by 
ihe little uneasy fingers; and sometimes 
the hug I received was rather too dose, 
when I set up a lamentation^ and nurse 
immediately interposed. It was after one 
of these remonstrances that little Georgy 
took the pet, and pushing me off his knees 
suddenly, said, — 

'^ Dit away, putty, me don't aunt oo any 
more*'' 

" Oh, fie dear I" said nurse, " whmi poor 
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pussy was so qtiiet you should not have 
pushed her down so roughly/' 

''But me don't ike putty now nurt, me 
aunt to dit down and pay/' 

So saying he slid off from Mary's knee^ 
and as I knew Master G^orgy had freaks 
of mischief often when nurse was not 
attending to him^ I crept close under a 
chair to be out of his reach. Here I dozed 
away the time until Katie and Lucy came 
in to tea. I found out that their mamma 
taught them their lessons^ and that these 
lessons had to be learned after tea 
every eyening^ in order to be ready 
for saying them to Mrs. Ererett in the 
mornings* 

"How tiresome it is," said Katie, ''to 
have these nasty lessons to leam when 
it is such a beautiftil evening, and it would 
be so pleasant to run about the garden 1" 

" I should not nund at all having them 
to do, if I could leam as quickly As you 
can," said Lucy to her sister; "but I 

h2 
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know it is tme what mamma says^ ' I am 
so dull at learning/ '' 

" Yes, mamma is quite right there/' re- 
plied Katie, in her quick ungentle way; 
'' why don't you try to get on better ? '' 

" I do try, indeed I do, Katie, but some- 
times the more I say my lessons over, the 
less I seem to know about them,'' replied 
poor little Lucy, in a very sorrow&l tone 
of voice. 

'^ What nonsense you do talk ! " ex- 
claimed Katie ; '' I'm quite sute you might 
learn your lessons sooner if you were not 
idle, and mamma often says this of you." 

" Oh, Miss Katie ! " interposed nurse, 
who did not like so much fault to be found 
with her favourite, ''how can you be so 
ill-natured? It is veiy unkind of you to 
speak to your sister in this way ; all people 
cannot learn alike, some are much quicker 
than others, but it is not always those who 
learn the quickest that turn out to be the 
best scholars. Miss Lucy may not have 
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such a good memory as you have, but for 
all that she may be quite as clever, when 
she comes to be a woman, as you will be. 
Miss Katie/^ 

" Tou always take Lucy's part about 
everything ; and you would do so if she 
were in the wrong, I know,'' said this 
bold girl, '^ because she is your favourite/' 

^'Everybody, I think, likes good chil- 
dren/' repUed nurse, rather warmly; ^^yes, 
even if they are not very clever ; and it is 
my opinion," she added, ^' that it is better 
to be humble and gentle, than to be ever 
so clever and proud." 

'^ You mean that for me, I know, nurse ; 
and I would rather be clever and proud 
than a stupid quiet thing." 

As neither nurse nor Lucy made any 
reply to this foolish speech, the conversa- 
tion dropped, and I fell asleep again. 
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CHAPTER XIL 

TRIFLES OF THE DAY. 

I NEED not weary my young readers 
with my every-day life; I daresay 
that it passed as happily as that of most 
cats, for though I was not pampered and 
fed, so as to make me dainty, and some* 
times uncomfortable, I was very well taken 
care of. I had a nice warm bed at night, 
and my breakfast of bread and milk in the 
morning was almost always brought to me 
by my little mistress, who generally had a 
bit of play with me before her school hours 
began. As to amusement, I had plenty, 
both day and night. In the day-time it 
was in the garden; watching the birds, 
when Lucy was not there, and sometimes 
catching a young and timid bird that had 
not learned to fly, as it was hopping about 
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01^ ih^ graaskplot* I took oare^ however^ 
that La(^ should never see me eat it^ and 
90 I always oonoealed myself during this 
dainty meal. As to mice> ixt the night-time 
I really had too much of them. X ahonld 
hav^ been very sorry if I had been made to 
devour all that I caught. To tell the truths 
I gi^tly preferred birds; perhaps it was 
because I got fewer of them^ for they were 
not like the mice — scampering all over the 
house^ Boratchiog and squealing^ and 
making such an uproar that if I had been 
ever so much disposed to sleep it would 
have been impossible to do so. To be sure 
I had not much ear for music ; but I liked 
the chirp of the little birds as I crept 
slowly and cautiously over the grass-plot, 
so as not to disturb them until I came near 
enough for them to be within reach of my 
paw. Don't be angiy with me, gentle 
little reader; you know I only acted from 
instinct, and therefore ought not to be 
blamed for what I did. Thus day and 
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nighty as I have said^ passed pleasantly 
away. 

I had little to complain of, except 
an occasional kick &om Katie, for some 
very slight fault ; or a pull at the tail, or 
rough squeeze, from little Georgy, for no 
fault at all. But troubles that I had never 
dreamed of in all my dozings WSere in store 
for me, of which I am now going to give 
an account. 

I had often heard Harry's name men- 
tioned since his misfortune; but he had 
not yet made his appearance, either out of 
doors or in the nursery, for the doctor 
thought it better that he should be still 
kept quiet, so that he might not be tempted 
to use his arm. It mattered Httle to me 
where the tiresome boy was so long as I 
did not come in contact with him. Indeed, 
I should have been quite satisfied never to 
have seen him again; for Harry was no 
more a favourite with me than he was with 
many others. How could he be, when he 
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was always endeavouring to teaze and 
annoy people, and cats ? 

Yet this boy, who* cared so Kttle about 
the pain or trouble that lie brought upon 
others, was terribly afraid of pain himself; 
and to avoid trouble that might come upon 
him through his own misdeeds, he would 
not scruple to tell a falsehood, through 
which innocent persons often received 
blame ; that is, if he thought there was no 
chance of his being found out. Thus it 
happened that during his holidays there 
was more fault-finding and greater dis- 
turbances than in all the other months of 
the year put together; no wonder, then, that 
all the family felt relieved when they were 
over. 

I once heard a piece of advice given to 
him by his mamma, which I thought very 
good, but which I am sure was thrown 
away on Harry Everett. It was this — 

'^ Before you do the mischief you feel 
inclined for, consider what the consequences 
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may be^ both to yourself and to otbers. 
Secondly^ ask yourself wbeiher yon woidd 
not be happier with a clear conscience 
than with a burdened one f And thirdly. 

receive greater pleasure in the love and 
approbation of yonr parents and friends, 
than from any merely selfish gratification 
derived from the enjoyment of forbidden 
pleasure?'^ 

Now I hope my young readers will 
attend to this^ though Harry certainly did 
not. 

While Katie and Lucy were at their 
lessons one day in the nursery^ I was 
sitting very demurely under one of the 
chairs ; far enough as I thought to be out 
of Master Oeorgy^s reachj for he was play^ 
ing about the floor at the time; but 
this young gentleman was not long before 
he spied me out^ and moved towards the 
chair^ evidently with the intent of seizing 
hold of me. I got as far as I could out of 
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his reaoli^ but iihe Httle fellow was too 
determmed to let the bar (^ a chair hinder 
him from his purpose] so thrusting his 
curly pate and one fat hand through^ he 
caught me by the ear^ and tried to piill mo 
out ; but he found that it was much easier 
to get his head between the bars of the 
chair than to draw it back again^ so of 
course he stuck fast; and this was the 
signal for a violent scream on Georgy^s 
part^ and a struggle on mine to regain my 
liberty; but the child not only kept fast 
hold of me, but even clutched me tighter in 
his fright, so that we were both howling 
at the same time. This, however, only 
lasted for a moment ; nurse and Katie and 
Lucy all ran to release Georgy, and at the 
same time to set me at liberty. Katie 
began, as usual, to lay all the blame of the 
disturbance upon me, and to read poor 
Lucy her tiresome lecture about the folly 
of keeping me in the house. Nurse, how- 
ever, took my part, more warmly, perhaps. 
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than my little mistress would have done ; 
and having released Georgy from being a 
prisoner at the bar^ she repeated to him 
the oft-told tale of how wrong it was to 
hurt poor pussy^ and that she hoped he 
would not do so any more. 

" No, nurt, me 'ont/' said the frightened 
boy, whose curly head was being smoothed 
down by the kind hand of Mary, as he sat 
looking very red and hot upon her knee. 
Peace was soon restored, the two girls 
returned to their lessons, and I retired into 
the farthest corner of the room to finish my' 
nap. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 
jbm's visitors. 

THE very day after Harry^s accident 
Jem Brown was to be seen in Mr. 
Everett's stable^ cleaning the boots and 
knives^ — ^working away seemingly with 
right good will. I was myself very fond 
of being in this stable, and it was a great 
pleasure to me to have such a nice com- 
panion as Jem there so often. Many a good 
play I have had with him after his work 
was done; and a warm, comfortable bed 
he had made for me at one end of the 
rack, where I used to go and sleep, or 
perhaps listen to Jem as he sung merrily 
while at his work. 

Once or twice his sister Jane paid him a 
visit here. When she had any message 
from her mother to Mrs. Everett about the 
clothes, she was sure to come round to the 
stable to see Jem and the little cat, though 
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I was growing a big one now. Jem and I 
were always very glad to see Jane; and 
when she had seated herself on a bundle of 
straw, or on Jem's little stool, I was on 
her knee in an instant, pnrring away, and 
rubbing my head about her hands, to diow 
how pleased I was ; while she chatted to 
Jem, who told her to tell mother that he 



was quite happy, and that ererybody wai 
very kind to him, especially the cook, who 
had given him much good advice, 

''To be sure,'' he said, "Jane, I am 
rather awkward about laying the cloth, and 
setting out the things for dinner, and 
waiting at table ; but they are all ready to 
tell me anything I don't know — so I just 
try to do my best. I shall soon learn, I 
think, and then it will be all easy With me.'' 

Jem said that Mr. Everett did not scold 
him, and that Mrs. Everett and Miss Lucy 
always spoke kindly to him; but that he 
had not seen Master Harry since the day he 
first entered the Hall at Woodlands. Poor 
Jem, he did not then know what a dangerous 
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enemj he was likely to have in this 
young master when he was able to go 
about again. 

One day Mrs. Brown herself came into 
the stable to see her son. It was an agree- 
able surprise^ and Jem placed the stool for 
his mother^ and kissed her two or three 
times. He wad very fond of his mother^ 
and had never been from home before^ 

^' Thou'lt be a good boy, Jem, and do as 
they bid thee/' said Sally Brown. 

^'Tes, mother/' replied he, "Pm sure 
m try my very best to get on, for I have 
always wished I could do anything to help 
you and father. Til bring you the first 
two shillings I earn, and you can put them 
by with my half-crown, mother, to help to 
buy Jane a fipock j but don't say anything 
to her about it till it's bought. You know 
she wants a frock for Sundays very badly, 
mother; and I sha'n't want any clothes for 
myself if I stay here, for Mr. Everett said 
he should get me a livery next week, if I 
behaved well. I was sorry that I had to go 
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to the Hall when I did ; but, you see, it was 
a good day for me, mother, wasn't it ? '' 

''Ay, it was indeed,'^ replied Sally 
Brown ; '' only I hope, when Master Harry 
gets about again, he won't be at any more 
tricks, so as to get you into trouble, Fm 
afraid of that young gentleman, Jem, and 
I hope you'll keep out of his way as much 
as you can," said the anxious mother; 
''and be sure you don't be provoked to 
strike him, whatever he does, but let his 
father know, for he is the proper person to 
punish him, not you." 

Jem proinised to take his good mother's 
advice; and, returning her kiss with a 
hearty smack of his own, bade her farewell, 
and went on briskly with his work ; while 
I, mounted in the rack, amused myself by 
pulling at the straws which were hanging 
about. I never reckoned on having a 
companion close to me ; so, after tumbUng 
and frisking about for some time, I was 
both surprised and frightened to hear a 
loud cluck, cluck, cluck ; and, almost at the 
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same moment, to receive a severe peck in 
the eye, wliicli seemed to blind me at first. 
I assure my young friends tliat I. did not 
stay to question the right of the hen, who 
had chosen that place to sit upon her eggs ; 
I believe the rack had been her nest before 
it was mine ; but, whether or no, I did not 
intend to dispute matters with her after 
the intimation I had received that she was 
determined to stand up for her rights and 
resist all invasion of them. Of course I 
was very indignant at being treated in such 
an unmannerly fashion ; and so, leaping on 
to the top of the rack, I swung myself 
down, holding by my claws till I reached 
the ground. I never saw anybody laugh so 
heartily as Jem did at this encounter with 
the old hen. I felt myself quite offended at 
it ; but I have no doubt that he thought I 
was more frightened than hurt; and so, 
indeed, I was, and I made up my mind to 
keep out of the reach of such an antagonist, 
^ven at the expense of my nice soft bed. 

I 
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CHAPTER XIV, 

TEMPTATION. 

IT was about a week, I think, after Jem 
had been installed in office at Wood- 
lands, when one day, while Iwas lying curled 
up on a heap of straw in this same stable 
fast asleep, I was suddenly aroused by the 
well-known, and to me disagreeable, voice 
of Master Harry, which I had not heard 
since the day of his accident. 

'^I say, Jem, I want you to do me a 
favour,'^ said this bad boy, in a familiar^ 
coaxing tone. 

I^m sure he would not have assumed 
this tone if he had not been plotting 
mischief. 

^^ Will you do it ?^' repeated he, as Jem 
did not immediately return an answer, 
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^'Wellj Master Harry/' replied Jem, 
'' PU do it, if I can/' 

''Why, of course you can, or do you 
think I would ask you V 

'' Well,'' said Jem, '' what is it that you 
want me to do ? " 

'^Why, you know, that apple-tree in 
farmer Mitchell's garden? One of the 
branches haugs over our wall, and there 
are dozens of beautiful ripe apples on it. 
I want you to get the little ladder, and 
shake the branch for me, that's all ; and I 
shouldn't ask you to do it, but my arm is 
not well enough yet to do any rough work. 
Come now, there's a good fellow," said the 
hypocritical Harry; ^'you owe me some 
service, you know, for it was partly through 
you that my arm was disabled; at least 
it was through that nasty cat, but I don't 
bear malice." 

''I had nothing at all to do with your hurt- 
ing yourself," said Jem, sturdily, ''and I tell 
you at once that I am not going to help 

I 2 
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you to steal Farmer Mitchell's apples ; and 
though I am not glad that you are obliged 
to wear your arm in a sling, yet I a/m, glad 
that you are not able to take what does not 
belong to you/* 

Oh, they do belong to me,'* said Harry, 

for the bough grows over papa's garden. 
But there, it's of no consequence ; I am glad 
to find you are so honest ; I only did it to 
try you," said this wicked boy, " so you 
need not endeavour to make mischief from 
what I have said." 

"I ain't agoing to say anything about 
it," replied Jem, '^if you don't take the 
apples. Master Harry." 

'^I tell you that I only wanted to try 
you/^ said the sneering boy, as he cut 
about with his cane, and struck the boots 
that Jem had cleaned and ranged aU along 
by the wall, very near to where I was 
lying ; so I foolishly, in my fright, leaped 
up, and thus exposed myself to the attack 
of Harry in one of his worst moods, for heu 
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seemed^ wlien lie cauglit siglit of me, to be 
deligkted at the chance of having found 
something to revenge himself npon. 

'^ Ah, there you are, you Kttle wretch I" 
shouted the angry boy, as he struck at me 
with his cane, but nfissed me, not being 
very expert, I suppose, with his left 
hand. 

"Fll pay you oS,^^ I heard him call out, 
as I bounded away like lightning towards 
the garden, aided in my escape by my friend 
Jem, who placed himself in Harry^s way in 
order to give me a little more time. I 
crept through the hedge, and, to my great 
joy, I saw Lucy and her edster sitting on 
one of the garden seats with their books in 
hand. 

^'Eh, here comes pussy!'' said Lucy, 
running to take me up. ''Poor thing, 
how frightened she seems about some- 
thing ! Pussy, poor pussy ! what's the 
matter V said the kind girl. '' Who's been 
hurting you, pussy ? 



li 
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Now, never you mind, Lucy ; put down 
the cat and learn your lessons, as mamma 
told you/' said Katie. ^' You know she only 
gave us leave to come on the lawn under 
promise that we would not attend to any- 
thing until our lessons were learned.'' 

" Yes, I know, Katie, and I will, indeed 
I will, be diligent," said this dear little 
girl j and putting me down beside her, she 
added, ^^ I wonder who has frightened you 
so, poor little thing !" 

Just at that moment my persecutor made 
his appearance, cane in hand. 

" Oh, here's Harry ! it is he that has 

^ been hunting pussy. I must take her out 

of his way," said Lucy, as she got up to 

"I may as well go too," said Katie, 
pettishly, ''for there'll be no learning 
lessons where Harry is " ; saying which she 
followed her sister into the house, and I 
was relieved &om the further persecutions 
of Harry, for a time at least. 
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CHAPTEE XV. 

THE STOLEN FRUIT. 

DAY after day, all the time that Harry 
was at home, the house was in 
a state of disturbance. Some of the 
troubles were very petty ones, for such a 
great boy as he was; but he must have 
had, as I heard his father once tell him, a 
very little mind. If he went into the 
nursery, he was sure to plague poor 
Georgy ; putting a lump of salt into his 
mouth after telling him that it was sugar, 
or taking away his playthings, and refiising 
to give him them again until he screamed for 
them. Then he would draw all the needles 
out of nurse's knitting, and ravel the 
cotton, throwing it under the table when 
he had done so, needles and all, to make 
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it appear tihat I was tha author of tlie 
miscliief. But nurse knew Harry pretty 
well; he couldn't so easily deceive her. 
Twice when she had been sitting on an old 
stuffed chair^ he pruned her gown to it on 
both sides^ and then called her in a hurry 
to look at something out of the window, by 
which trick nurse's gown was mudi torn 
the first time ; and the next, the cl^ir was 
overturned, all little Greorgy's milk upset, 
and the basin broken. However, he was 
punished for this, for Mr. Everett, who was 
just then passing the nursery door, opened 
it to know what the noise was about. Of 
course nurse told him the truth, and Master 
Hany was sent up into Ms bedroom to fast 
till dinner-time, for he had had no break- 
&st. J saw him one day pin his sisters' 
frocks together ; it seems to have been a 
favourite trick of Harry's. 

Very pretty white muslin frocks the two 
young ladies had on, for they were going 
out to tea that afternoon, and they were 



THE STOLEN FRVIT. 121 

sitting together on their accustomed seat 
in the garden, waiting for their mamma. 
After Hariy had pinned the frocks, he 
walked quietly into the house; presently he 
looked out of the window in his bedroom, 
and called quickly, '^ Lucy, Lucy ! Carious 
worrying your cslI." 

Instantly the child ran oflF, or tried to do 
so, when, lo and behold, both their pretty 
frocks were torn nearly to the bottcwn, so 
that they had to change them before they 
could go out. 

I expect Harry did not know that his 
papa was at home, or perhaps he did not 
think that so much mischief would be the 
result of his trick. However that may have 
been, I heard Mr. Everett beating him 
soundly; and I heard Hawy promise 
repeatedly never to do so any more. I 
am not sure whether he kept his word or 
not in this particular instance, but I know 
that there was not one entirely peaceable 
day all the time Harry remained at home. 
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And now I must tell my readers of an 
attempt which this wicked boy made to 
injure poor Jem, whom he had never for- 
given since his refusal to assist in stealing 
the apples. These said apples, no doubt, 
were a daily temptation to Harry ; but his 
arm not being quite well, kept him in 
check. As soon, however, as it was strong 
enough to enable him to lay fast hold of a 
bough, he no longer stood in need of Jem 
Brown's assistance, and therefore deter- 
mined to do the work himself. But mindful 
of his own safety, should there be any stir 
made by the farmer about the stolen pro- 
perty, and desirous of punishing poor Jem 
for his persistence in a virtuous resolution, 
he laid a deep plan, as he said, '' to kill two 
birds with one stone.'' 

The evening, Harry thought, would be 
the best time for getting the apples, and I 
heard him say that after Jem had finished 
his shoe-cleaning this evening, and would be 
going to see his mother, would be the time 
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to get into the stable ; '' for,^^ he added, 
" I know whereabouts he keeps the key/^ 

It was thus this bad boy talked to him- 
self, but loud enough for me to overhear 
him, as he paced up and down the gravel 
walk, with his hands in his pockets. I 
was not far oflf from him, but you may be 
sure, dear reader, that I took good care to 
keep out of his sight. 

Now he had settled everything in his 
own mind, he strolled round to the other 
side of the garden, to take a look at the 
bright tempting fruit. Foolish fellow ! he 
had better have avoided the place alto- 
gether; for the sight of the apples would 
have fixed his wicked purpose, even if he 
had been wavering. 

Well, evening came at last. Jem had 
finished his work, locked the stable door, 
and deposited the key in its usual hiding- 
place. Of course Harry knew well enough 
where that was. Away went poor Jem, 
light of heart, and money in his pocket for 
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his sister's frock^ little suspecting tliat he 
was in any danger^ firom the treachery of an 
enemy^ of losing the good situation which 
had been the means of putting such a 
treasure as five or six shillings in his 
power. And now all seemed ripe for 
Harry's scheme. There was no one about 
— so at least he thought ; but oflen^ when 
we don't think it^ there are persons who 
see and hear ; and I wonder Harry did not 
remember his former misadventure, when 
the doctor had overheard all that passed 
between him and Jem. However, he per- 
haps was too full of anticipation of the 
feast he expected to have to let any 
uneasy thoughts trouble him just then. It 
was a fine night, but not moonlight, and so 
fitter for Harry's purpose. He had been 
strolling about the garden for a long time, 
till the coast was entirely clear. Then he 
drew near to the wall, over which the 
bough of the apple-tree hung. He had 
taken care to bring the short ladder beforOi 
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and to lay it down in the grass^ so that it 
should not be seen by a casual passer-by. 
He now peeped cautiously about, and 
listened attentively ; but all was quiet, and 
no one was to be seen. I was prowling 
not far off, in search of some stray bird or 
mouse, but he did not see me, and my 
velvet paws made no noise on the soft 
grass. Very soon Harry set the ladder 
against the wall, and then mounted it until 
he could reach the bough, whose precious 
burden he had so long coveted. Then I 
heard him give it a rough shaking, and 
down came a lot of large apples, one of 
which hit me such a thump on the head 
that I did not stay to make any further 
observations, but ran straight off to my 
retreat in the stable. Here I was very 
quietly composing myself to rest for the 
night on some nice hay in the corner, which 
seemed to have been put there on purpose 
for my convenience. I don't know whether 
this was the case or not; but I thought so. 
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and in my own mind felt mncli obUged to 
my friend Jem for his attention to my 
comfort. A very little while I had been 
here before the stable door was softly 
opened^ and Harry Everett came in, like a 
thief as he was, to do another wicked deed, 
of which I was again an eye-witness. 

He took out of the basketful of apples 
five or six fine ones ; then he placed them 
in the rack, and covered them well over 
with a quantity of hay. After this he went 
softly out, and I heard him lock the stable 
door, and take out the key. For my own 
part, I had no need to open the door to 
gain admittance. I could creep under the 
bottom of it, and so was quite independent 
of lock and key. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

THE THIEF DISCOVERED. 

IT was the very day after the apples were 
stolen that I, who had contrived to 
slip into the dining-room, and hide myself 
under the table while Betty was laying the 
cloth, heard what I am going to relate. 

^^ Sophia," said Mr. Everett to his wife, 
as all were sitting round the table at dinner, 
"Mitchell has been speaking to me this 
morning about that apple-tree, the bough 
of which hangs over our garden wall. He 
tells me that last night the whole of the 
apples were stolwi by some one who must 
have had a ladder against the wall of our 
garden. He says he saw a person in the 
tree, but could not say who it was. Jem,'' 
said Mr. Everett, turning to him as he was 
waiting at table, " do you know anything 
about this unpleasant affair ? " 
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No, sir/' replied Jem, frankly and 
honestly ; '^ I never saw the tree you speak 
of, but I have heard John Mitchell say that 
he sold the apples to pay his rent, and that 
the tree which grew near our wall was a 
very fine apple-tree/' 

Harry must have felt very uncomfortable 
while Jem was speaking, but still he went 
on eating his dinner as if this matter did 
not concern Mm in the least. Mr. Everett 
seemed quite angry at last with this 
seeming indifference, and said sharply to 
his son, — " Do you know anything of the 
apples, sir?'' 

The colour came into Harry's face as his 
father spoke. 

^' No, yes — ^no, father ; I don't know who 
took the apples ; but I think I saw some of 
them in the stable this morning," he re- 
pUed, in a confused and hesitating manner. 

^^Tou ikink you saw them," replied his 
father j '' I suppose you know whether you 
did or not ? Come, sir I leave your dinnerj 
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and you and Jem go along with me. I will 
know the rights of this matter without loss 
of time/' Saying this, he rose and left 
the room, the two boys following him. 

^'I am almost sure,^' said Katie, after 
her papa had left the room, '^ that Harry 
has taken the apples, mamma; for I went 
to ask him what time it was this morning, 
and, though he only opened his door a very 
little way, as if afraid that I was coming 
in, I saw two fine apples on his dressing, 
table. I hope he won^t get poor Jem into 
a scrape with his stories to papa, for I am 
sure Jem would not help Harry to steal 
them.'' 

" Oh, Katie, I don't think Harry would 
be so wicked as to steal, nor so cruel as to 
lay the blame upon Jem of what he had done 
himself ! " said my dear little mistress, who 
always was disposed to make peace. 

''Well, you'll see," returned Katie. 
'' You, Lucy, always take his part ; but I 
know his tricks better than you do." 

K 
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*^ Let us, at least, wsdt/' observed Mrs. 
Everett, ''and hear further of this most 
unpleasant affair before we condemn your 
brother, my dear Katie, though I am 
grieved to say that his general conduct 
gives too much occasion for suspicion." 

Just at this moment the party returned, 
and Mr. Everett, who seemed very much 
excited, put down on the table four or five 
large apples; then, ringing the bell, he 
ordered Betty to go and ask John Mitchell 
to come in, as Mr. Everett wished to speak 
with him particularly. 

It was not long before Mitchell made his 
appearance. As soon as he entered the room, 
Mr. Everett, pointing to the apples, asked 
him if he thought they came from his tree. 

" Well, I be almost sure they did," said 
the farmer; ''but ye see as how, sir, I couldn^t 
swear to 'um — ^apples be so much alike. 

" We doBt^t want you to swear, Mitchell, 
replied Harry's father ; *' we only wish 
you to say whether you really think they 
are yours 
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"Well, I be almost sure ttey cam' from 
that tree/' said Jolm; "but, ye see, I 
don't want to mak^ any mischief about a 
few apples, and Fm sorry now I spak' 
about 'um at all/' 

^^ Don't say that, John," returned the 
gentleman. " It was your duty to speak, 
both on your own account and on ours. 
And now wait while I question my son 
and Jem Brown here ; for I am resolved to 
get at the truth, and to see justice done to 
all parties. Now, sir," said Mr. Everett, 
addressing his son, who looked both fright- 
ened and sheepish, "when did you find 
these apples in the stable ? " 

'^ I found them there this morning, when 
I went to look for my boots," repHed Harry, 
with some little hesitation. 

"And did you find your boots in the 
stable this morning, or did you ever find 
them in the stable after Jem had cleaned 
them ? Is he in the habit of leaving them 
there, I mean ? " said Mr. Everett. 

K 2 
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''No, sir/' answered Jem. ''I never 
left them there." 

" I did not ask you,'^ said Harry's father, 
sharply. "Wait till you are spoken to. 
'Tis you, sir, that I expect an answer 
from," addressing his son again. 

But Harry was in no hurry to answer, 
and he looked very red and confused when 
his father repeated the question. 

''I don't know why I went there for 
them," said he, doggedly. 

" And I suppose you don't know, either, 
what it was that induced you to look into 
the rack ? " 

Harry's answer was a quick one now, 
and seemed a very reasonable one. ''I 
went to look at the chiclcens," replied he, 
triumphantly, as if this fjujt, or pretended 
fact, would clear him of all blame. 

" But the apples," said his father, ''hap- 
pened to be at the other end of the rack ; 
how, then, came you to see them when they 
were so nicely covered over ? But I have 
done with you, for a time at least. And 
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now for ypu, Jem. When did you leave 
the stable last night ? " 

'^ At eight o^clock, sir ; because mistress 
had given me leave to go home to see 
mother.^' 

^^ Well now, Mr. Mitchell, can you tell 
me what time it was when you saw and 
heard some one in the tree last night ? " 

^^Well, maybe about half-past nine, I 
can't exactly say; but there was light 
enough for me to see there was somebody 
there.'' 

'^ And which* of these two boys do you 
think it was, John ? " said Mr. Everett. 
" Don't mind telling what you believe to be 
the truth on my son's account." 

Thus urged, tlie farmer replied, ^' Well, 
I think 'twas Master Harry there, for he is 
bigger than Jem, and his clothes are quite 
different; and I'se sure 'twas him, Mr. 
Everett, and so it's no use to mince the 
matter." 

" And I am sure it was he," exclaimed 
Mr. Everett. '^ Much to my vexation and 
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Borrow, I must confess that I have got a 
son whoso word cannot be taken, and who 
is mean enough to add cruelty to falsehood, 
by trying to cast blame upon an innocent 
person. And now/^ said Mr. Everett, 
speaking to Harry, '' go to your own room, 
and bring me down all the pocket-money 
you have, to pay for the stolen apples. 
After that, go back to your chamber, and 
remain there until I shall impose some task 
upon you which shall make you remember 
both the oflfence and its punishment.'^ 

I felt very sorry for Harry's mamma — 
she looked so grieved and distressed, 
although she did not say a word. But I 
was still more sorry for poor little Lucy, 
who was crying bitterly, and whose cheeks 
were red with shame for her naughty 
brother. As for Katie, she only whispered 
to Lucy to be quiet with her nonsense; 
that, whatever punishment was inflicted on 
Harry, he deserved it all; and that she 
hoped papa would send him back to school 
before the holidays were over. 
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I couldn't help thinking that if Harry 
was a wicked boy, which of course he was, 
yet that she was a very proud and hard- 
hearted girl, and entirely unlike my sweet 
little mistress, whose heart was too tender 
not to feel for the sufferings of others. 

Harry presently brought five shillings to 
his father, who said to him, — '' Is this the 
whole of your pocket-money, sir ? '' 

The sullen boy scarcely answered, and 
then walked back again to his room, while 
Mr. Everett, turning to Farmer Mitchell, 
said, — 

'' I don't know the worth of the apples 
which my son has taken; but perhaps 
these two half-crowns wiU pay you for their 
loss. You may well believe that we would 
rather have paid a hundred times this sum, 
than feel the bitterness of having a son 
capable of so much baseness. As for you, 
Jem, there is not a shadow of blame 
attaches to yom' conduct. You have given 
great satisfaction since you have been with 
us j I shall therefore give you more wages 
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than I at first promised; and if yon are 
careful, you will soon be in a position to 
assist your parents, wliich I believe you 
very mucli wish to do." 

Jem made rather an awkward bow, and 
said, — '' Thank you, sir/' 

But I saw his young heart was quite 
full, and the honest farmer seemed also 
much affected. 

'^ I can^t abide to take this money, Mr. 
Everett,'^ said he ; '^ besides, it^s far over 
much. The apples am^t worth half that 
sum, and I wish thereM been none 
on the bough, rather than make all this 
trouble.^' 

''Well, so do I, John," replied Mr. 
Everett ; " but you must take the money, 
nevertheless." And he put the two half- 
crowns into the farmer's hand. 

I could see that Jem was half inclined to 
cry. I daresay he felt very sorry for his 
master and mistress, and even for the 
wicked Harry ; for Jem was a truthful, 
kind-hearted boy, who loved his parents 
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and his sister dearly; and I daresay he 
knew how terribly grieved they would bo 
if he were to do such wicked things as 
steal and tell lies. And I knew too ; for 
while I was at Reuben Brown's, I heard 
him say to his wife one evening, — 

''Well, Sally, we are poor, it is true; 
but I hope we are honest. I think if our 
boy and girl were to turn out badly, it 
would just break my heart.'' 

''And I am sure it would mine," re- 
turned his wife ; " but they are both as 
good children as ever lived now, and I 
hope they'll continue so." 

But all this while I am quite forgetting 
myself. And, though I hope I am not a 
conceited cat, I fancy my young readers 
will want to hear something more about 
me ; so I shall begin another chapter with 
my own affairs, though they are not im- 
portant to any one but myself. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

PLEASURES AND TROUBLES. 

IT was some montlis after the unhappy 
affair I have spoken of. Harry had 
gone to school again, to the great relief of 
every one in the house. To Jem he never 
spoke a word if he met him, which I 
believe was not often; and at dinner-time 
he did not see him, because Mr, Everett 
insisted that Harry should have his dinner 
sent to his bedroom all the time he re- 
mained at home. Perhaps this was not the 
very best mode for making Harry a better 
boy; for, as I before said, Mr. Everett 
was a very strict man, and he thought it 
best. But Harry was gone now, and Jem 
and I had become very fast friends. I was 
always to be found in the stable when Jem 
was there ; and many a nice bit did he get 
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from the cook for pussy, and many a good 
play we had together, after the boots and 
knives were cleaned. Then Jem had made 
me such a warm bed in the rack, where I 
could now sleep without danger of interrup- 
tion from that clucking old hen, who made 
such a fuss about her chickens, that it was 
quite tiresome to come near her. 

If ever I approached when she was 
strutting about the yard with them, she 
used to stretch out her neck at me, and 
spread her great wings, as if she meant to 
fly at me, and peck my eyes out; which 
she once before tried to do, just because I 
took a peep at her. Nasty, ill-tempered 
thing she was, till at last I couldn't endure 
the sight of her, but ran oflF as soon as 
I heard the horrid ^^ cluck, cluck.'' But I 
must return to my little bed which I left to 
follow this disagreeable hen. Many a nice 
quiet sleep I had in it. One morning, 
when Jem brought in my milk, I did not 
attempt as usual to get out of my nest 
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for it, though he kept calling ^' Pussy, 
pussy V^ 

At last he came close up to see what was 
the matter, and then he found that I had 
lying beside me three beautiful little 
kittens, that I was licking and purring over 
to my heart's content. Pretty creatures 
they were, to be sure ; and Jem, as he took 
them up one by one, to look at, while he 
stroked their warm silky backs, said, — 

'^ What pretty creatures they are ! I 
must run and tell Miss Lucy, for she has 
been wondering where her pet was.*' 

But before he went, the kind boy took 
care to give me the bread and milk he had 
brought for my breakfast; then away he 
ran, and in a very short time I l^eard 
several voices, and, to my great terror, 
little Georgy's with the rest. 

''Me 'ont hurt putty, me ony 'troke it.'' 

So then nurse was with him, and I knew 
I need not fear. Yes, there was nurse, and 
Katie, and Georgy, and Lucy, and Jem — 
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all had come to pay their respects to me 
and my kittens. I was very proud of 
them; but still I could not help being 
frightened when I saw them taken from 
me, and heard their little voices crying for 
me, not because they were hurt, I daresay ; 
only they didn't like to be handled. They 
wanted to be close to my side again, snug 
and safe. 

I must confess I was all in a tremble 
when I heard Georgy exclaim, — 

" Oh, div it to me — div it to me, nurt ! 
Oh, pitty titten 1^' and actually that unfeel- 
ing girl, Katie, was just going to put the 
one that she held into the child's stretched- 
ont hands; but fortunately nurse took it 
from her, and laid it safely by my side, 
while the disagreeable young lady said, — 

'^ La I how frightened you are, nurse, lost 
the little squealing thing should be hurt. 
What harm could there bo in Georgy's 
having it for a little while ? '' 

"No harm. Miss Katie,'' said nunso, 
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quietly, " if he knew how to handle it; but 
he might hurt the poor little thing, without 
intending to do so ; and besides, it teases 
the cat to see her kittens pulled about/^ 

"What nonsense!" replied the pert 
young lady ; " what does it matter whether 
the cat is teased or not ?" 

" Don't say that, Katie,*' exclaimed my 
little mistress; ''for we should not gire 
pain to anything, if wo can help it ; not even 
to poor puss, though you don't Kke her." 

" There, don't preach to me, Lucy," said 
Katie. ^^ I was very stupid to come and see 
the dirty things. I only did it to please you, 
and I'm sorry now I did come. I suppose," 
said she, turning to Jem, " you'll have the 
pleasure of drowning the kittens, for I'm 
sure mamma won't let them be kept." 

Oh, those terrible words, *^ drowning 
them I " How I shivered all over when I 
heard them spoken I But that dear good 
Jem said, what greatly comforted me,— 

''No, Miss Katie, Pm sure I couldn't 
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drown the kittens ; and I don't think that 
any one will have to do it, for I know my 
mother would be glad to have one of them, 
and Farmer Mitchell wants one, and puss 
must have one left to comfort her/' 

Jem Brown had always been a favourite 
of mine ; I believe I told my readers this 
before ; but after this kind speech I liked 
him ten times better. Indeed, I thought 
that he must be the very best boy in the 
world; but then, of course, I knew very 
little of the world. 

And now, for some time, my three kittens 
and myself really lived in clover ; for that 
dear good Jem took care that we had 
plenty of it for our bed, which was as com- 
fortable, and warm, and smelled as sweet 
as the jBnest sheets and the most beautiful 
hangings could have made it. Every 
morning regolarly came Lucy with the 
milk and bread; and something a little 
more savoury Jem was sure to bring for 
xny dinner. If I had been the prince of 
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cats^ or the famous Pass in Boots^ tliat I 
have heard talked about^ I could not have 
been more cared for ; and though I believe 
some people think that we are an ungrate- 
ful race^ I must say that I think I am an 
exception; for I am very fond of every- 
body that is kind to me. 

It was much more comfortable for us to 
be in the stable than in the house, where 
we might have been often exposed to the 
rough handling of little Georgy, and to the 
ill-natured remarks, if nothing worse, of 
Katie. We lived a very merry life as soon 
as my little ones could scamper about the 
rack ; they had not as yet ventured out of 
it. But I need not weary my readers with 
our small pranks; I must pass on for a 
few months. The summer had gone by, 
and the chill autumn nights and mornings 
had come. I was glad again to betake 
myself to the nursery, where there was now 
always a good fire, and not so much fear of 
Georgy^s handling, for he had become tired 
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of ^'pnthy/' and did not even take the 
trouble of looking at me* My kittens had 
grown wonderfully^ and I had ceased as 
much to care for them as Georgy had for 
me. Lucy^ dear little Lucy^ was still my 
best^ my kindest friend. 

One of my kittens had found a comfortable 
home at Jem's cottage^ and one was sent 
to Farmer^ Mitchell's. As for the third — 
Tabby, as they called her — she was allowed 
to remain with Jem in the stable, but never 
permitted to enter the house. However, 
I could go and see her when I chose, 
and BO it did not signify about her 
living in the stable, where I knew well 
enough she would be fed, and taken every 
care of. 

To tell the truth, I did not at all trouble 
myself about my kittens now, though I had 
once been so fond of them. I knew that 
they were quite capable of taking care of 
themselves. They were not like girls and 
boys, always requiring attention; helpless 

L 
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and dependent on their parents and friends. 
I think children ought to be very g<Jod and 
obedient, when they consider how much 
trouble they give, and what very little use 
they are to any one, unless they are good. 

But I must now tell my readers of some- 
thing very wrong that I did. I suppose it 
muQt have been wrong, because Lucy said 
it was, and because she cried so about it, 
and even told Jem to shut me up in the 
stable, and not let me come into the house 
for a long time. It is true that I after- 
wards found out she did this rather to save 
me from Katie's ill usage than as a punish- 
ment to me ; yet I was very melancholy at 
being sent away from Lucy. But let me 
relate my sad story just as it occurred. 

One day, when I was quietly dozing in a 
comer of the- nursery, Miss Katie came in 
and asked nurse to take down the dage that 
held her pet canary, because she wanted to 
clean the glass and the drawer, and to put 
some fresh sand and water in, 
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I am glad you came in now, Miss Katio, 
as I was just going to take Master Georgy 
for his walk ; and I don't think you could' 
have reached the cage yourself/' 

''And I am glad you are going out, 
nurse/' replied the young lady, ''because I 
want some nice groundsel to hang round 
dicky's cage, and you can get it for me." 

Mary took down the cage from the 
ceiling, where it had been hanging from a 
crook that was driven into a beam. Then 
she finished dressing the little boy, and 
promising to bring the groundsel for Katie, 
she took her departure. 

As Katie was no friend of mine, so I did 
not like her. I did not stir from my comer 
to go and rub myself against her frock, as 
I should have done with my own dear Lucy. 
If I had done so, Katie would have known 
that I was in the nursery, and would have 
been more cautious about her bird. See 
how children bring punishment on them- 
selves sometimes by the want of kindness 

L 2 
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to others. Often, very often, had I fixed 
longing eyes on the pretty little canary; 
not because it was pretty, nor that I was 
delighted with its singing, but only because 
I thought what a nice supper or dinner it 
would be for me. I never thought, how- 
ever, that I should have a chance of getting 
it, because it was hung up so high, and this 
was the first time that I had seen Katie 
clean out the cage. I am sure I did not 
think that it would be wrong to take the 
bird; and yet I must confessthat Ishould not 
have attempted to touch it while Katie was 
there, perhaps because 1 feared she would 
beat me. It is true Lucy had been very 
much grieved when I pulled down the bird's 
nest, with all the little ones in • but then I 
did not know why she was sorry ; besides, 
I believe just then I had forgotten all about 
that affair, and was only intent on obtaining 
what I had so much desired. 

For a long time, it seemed to me, Katie 
amused herself with cleaning out the oage^ 
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and putting fresh water and sand in. Poor 
dicky fluttered about sadly^ as if he was 
frightened; hut the little girl gave him a 
lump of sugar between the bars, and when 
she had finished the cleanings she said^-^ 

^' There nowj you have got a nice house 
again, dicky j but I wish nurse would come 
with the green, that I may make it look 
gay /^ then she waited a little while, chirp- 
ing, and petting the pretty creature ; and 
then she stamped her foot, and said, '^ How 
tiresome it is of nurse to stay so long, 
when she knows I want the green I I shall 
run and get it myself, then I shall have 
nothing to thank her for/' Saying this, she 
just closed the door of the cage, but did 
not fasten it, and ran out into the garden 
to find the groundsel herself. 

This was just the opportunity I had been 
watching for, and in an instant I sprang, 
first on a chair, then on the table } the door 
of the cage was soon opened, and the 
frightened bird flew from perch to perch. 
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and clung to the bars of the cage, which in 
my eagerness after the prize I upset ; and 
as the canary was trying to escape by the 
door, I seized it by the wing, and leaped 
with it to the floor. It was killed almost 
immediately, but I was terribly disappointed 
in my expectation of a feast ; for, before I 
had time for getting a few feathers off, JKatie 
again made her appearance, and seeing the 
cage upset on the table, she set up such a 
scream as made me instantly drop the bird, 
and endeavour to rush past the angry girl, 
to get out of her way. Alas ! she was too 
quick for me. She had seized a stick that 
was lying on the floor, and struck me such 
a blow with it, that I was quite incapable 
of moving for some time, though I tried to 
struggle out of her way, and made a most 
piteous moaning. 

Oh, the agony of that moment ! In spite 
of my suffering and my cries, the angiy girl 
continued to strike me, and I have no doubt 
she would have killed me, had not Mrs. 
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Everett, who, perhaps, had heard her 
scream, come into the nursery at this time 
to know what was the matter. 

" Oh, mamma, mamma ! ^' exclaimed 
Elatie (and this hard-hearted girl actually 
cried), ^^ just look what that horrid cat has 
done ! She has killed my poor canary/' 
And she held before Mrs. Everett the 
lifeless bird, and sobbed over it as if her 
heart would break j though so far was she 
from being sorry for my sufferings, that 
she added,-— 

" I believe I have very nearly killed the 
cat, though — I hope I have, at least.'' 

" I hojpe not, Katie," replied her mamma, 
very seriously ; '^ I should be indeed 
sorry if you had taken such cruel revenge 
on a poor dumb creature, who, in killing 
your bird, only followed the instinct of 
nature, and had no idea either of wrong 
or of cruelty. If there is any blame in the 
matter, it must attach to yourself, for 
leaving the poor bird in a situation of 
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daiig€a*j and with the oage-'door perhaps 
unfastened ; for I don't think the cat could 
have opened it, if it had been properly 
fastened/' 

To this latter part of her mamma's 
speech Katie made no reply ; but she said, 
passionately,—- 

'^How was I to know that the horrid cat 
was in the nursery, skulking about ? It is 
all Lucy's fault, for bringing the nasty 
creature into the house at all. Why can't 
she be kept in the stable, I wonder ? " 

^' Don't be so very intemperate, my 
dear,'' said Katie's mamma, soothingly. 
She was sorry, no doubt, both for the girl 
and the bird, '^ There is little difference 
between having a oat or a bird for a 
favourite; you know they both require 
care. Had you bestowed proper attention 
on your pet, pussy could not have killed 
it," 

'' I always said how it would be," replied 
Katie, without, however, seeming to heed 
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what her kind mamma had been talking 
about. '^ I told Luoy that I was sure the 
horrid thing wQuld destroy my bird." 

^' So much the more are you to blame, 
then/' said Mrs. Everett ; " but here 
comes Lucy, to see, I suppose, who has 
been hurting her cat.'' 

I had just managed to crawl to the door 
as Lucy entered. She took me up in her 
arms immediately, but Katie struck me 
out of them, and bursting into a fresh fit 
of crying, said,-^ 

'^ Look what your cat has done 1 " 

'^ Katie," said her mamma, '' leave the 
nursery. You are at present too much 
excited, either to hear reason, or to be 
yourself reasonable. Take the poor bird 
with you, and go to your own room. I 
shall not suffer you to display any further 
temper here, in committing acts of vio- 
lence on the cat, or blaming your sister for 
what is indeed your own fault. Lucy, my 
dear," continued the kind lady, '' take the 
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cat to Jem into the stable; tell him to 
bathe its poor leg, which I fear is broken, 
with some warm water, and to keep it 
under his charge till it can walk about 
again.'' 

I felt the warm tears fall upon my raffled 
coat, as Lucy carried me away to the stable. 
I don't know whether they were shed for 
me, or for the canary j perhaps for both of 
us, for she had a very tender heart. I dare- 
say she was also much troubled about 
Katie's loss ; for though her sister had 
unjustly laid blame upon hetf the Httle girl 
knew well enough that words spoken in 
passion are not always according to truth. 

Lucy did as her mamma had desired her. 
She carried me to the stable to Jem, who 
promised to take all possible care of me, 
though he was very sorry indeed when he 
heard that I had killed the pretty canary. 
Jem put me into my soft bed in the 
rack, and then he went to fetch me some 
warm milk to drink, and some warm water 
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to bathe my wounds with, I tried to be 
patient; for I felt that I must certainly 
have done wrong, to make everybody so 
sorry ; though why I should be punished 
for killing a bird, and praised for killing a 
mouse, I never could make out ; except it 
was that the bird belonged to Katie, while 
the mice, I suppose, belonged to anybody 
or to nobody, I determined, therefore, for 
the future to confine myself to catching 
mice, and never again to pay so dearly for 
a delicacy that might be in danger of being 
snatched from me, notwithstanding the 
trouble I should take in procuring it, I 
think my young readers will agree with 
me that the resolution I had come to was 
a very wise one ; and now it is time that 
this long chapter should draw to a close. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

A MEBBY-HEABTED BOT. 

IT was very long before I agaiu recovered 
the use of my broken limb^ and daring 
all that time I seldom went out of ike 
stable i but Jem took care that I wanted 
for nothing, so that I had become almost 
reconciled to my banishment firom the 
housoj especially as dear Lucy came every 
day to see me, and to play a short time 
with me. As to that good fellow, Jem, I 
never saw such a contented, merry boy as 
he was. He used to sing away, when he 
was cleaning the boots and making them 
shine like silver, as if the singing helped 
him to do his work more quickly. One of 
his songs was : — 

The cottage for me, 

With its old oak-tree, 
And its inmates 

Working busily. 
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Its roof of thatcH, 

And its white^wash'd walls, 
Are dearer to me 
Than marble halls* 
So we*ll merrily, merrily, merrily sing, 
And work till the bells of evening ring. 

Sweet 'tis to rise 

When the lark in the skies 
Teaches us all 

To be merry and wise. 
Sweet is the sound 

Of the milkmaid's song, 
As she cheerily trips 
The fields along. 
Then merrily, merrily, merrily sing, 
And work till the bells of evening ring. 

Sweet is the milk. 

And sweet is the bread. 
And white is the cloth 

On our table spread ; 
And pleasant to us 

Is the morning meal. 
For hunger and 

Thankfiil hearts we feeL 
So we'll merrily, merrily, merrily sing. 
While we work till the bells of evening ring, 

Sweety though it be 

In the heat of the day, 
'Tis to gather the cocks 

Of the new-mown hay ; 
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And the wholesome taxe 
Upon which we dine 
Is better for ns 
Than rich food and wine. 
While we merrily, merrily, merrily sing, 
And work tiU the bells of eyening ring. 

Hark ! they sound, 

And our glad hearts bound, 
Ab lightly we trip 

0*er the daisied ground. 
See where the smoke 

Of our cottage ascends ; — 
Farewell, for the night, 

To our hay-making friends. 
Sweetly the evening bells have rung, 
And our work has been cheerfully, merrily 

done. 

This, as I have -said, was one of Jem's 
songs; and to be sure he seemed to carol like 
the lark he sang about, and I think his 
heart must have been as light as a bird's, 
for he never appeared to have any care 
upon his mind. Not that he was an 
unthinking, careless boy. I don't mean 
that, at all. I know he did think, and 
learn too ; for often he was looking at a 
book he had before him while he brushed 
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away at the boots. Then he had a slate 
and pencil, that Lucy had given to him; 
and, now and then, he would write some- 
thing on it; and I do believe that the song 
I am now going to give my young readers 
was made by Jem himself, because he used 
to sing it with such earnestness, as if he 
meant all that he sung. Here it is : — 

I'm not a gentleman, 

Fve neither land nor gold ; 
But ril work as hard as any man, 

And I'll do what I am told. 

IVe no fine things to make me vain, 

Nor food that makes me ill ; 
But homely fare, and clothes as plain, 

Provided for me stilL 

My friends are very kind to me, 

And, for their sakes, I'll try 
A good, obedient boy to be. 

And never tell a He. 

My fajher says 'tis mean and base ; 

But, worse than that, I know 
It leads us to that dreadful place 

Where wicked people go. 

K I do wrong, I'll boldly teU ; 

No other, for my sake. 
Shall bear the blame : it is not well 

A coward's course to take. 
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Nor will I, for the love of play, 

My parents' hope destroy, 
By letting neighbours of me say, 

" That Jem's an idle boy.** 

ril be a faithfiil son, you'll see, 

Dear father and dear mother ; 
And sister Jane shall find in me 

Her true and loving brother. 

Jem^ I thdnkj must have made this him-' 
self, as I said before ; for he says he would 
not be so mean as to tell a he, and let any 
one else be blamed for his fault, thinking, 
I daresay, of what Harry Everett had done 
to him. But whether Jem wrote, or read, 
or learned lessons, he took care never to 
neglect his work ; and his work was always 
well done. Nor did the kind boy ever for- 
get me. I do believe, notwithstanding 
what I had' done, that I was an especial 
favourite with Jem ; and when I was quite 
well of my bruises, but still limped about 
with my broken leg, he used to be so 
tender over me that I aln sure even Lucy 
could not have shown more kindness. I 
daresay I did look a sorry figure, hopping 
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along on my three legs ; and, as to any 
gambols, that, of course, was all over with 
me j but I was getting quite an old cat, 
and it was right that I should be demure. 

I very seldom visited the house now, for 
I had grown so fond of Jem, and of the 
stable, where- there were always plenty of 
mice, that I never wished to leave them, 
except to have a nice quiet stroll by moon- 
light, when (it is really true, my youthful 
friends) I sometimes caught a stray bird, 
and did not scruple to eat it for my supper. 
The weather had grown cold, and the birds 
were more feeble than in the summer time, 
so I had a better chance of catching them, 
and I had forgotten all my resolutions made 
during the time I was suffering on account 
of the canary. And now Christmas was 
near at hand, and that torment of the house 
was coming home again. My attentive 
readers will know that I mean Harry 
Everett, of whom I have much more to 
tf^ll, and all of a painful character, 

H 
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CHArPTER XIX. 

HABD LINES TOB JEM. 

IT was a fine, frosty evening ; ihe trees 
and the Ledges were covered with 
white ; and the ground was hard and crisp. 
The lawn that was so green and pleasant in 
the spring, and on which I used to be so 
fond of running after dear Lucy, was now, 
like the hedges, white with frost, aad 
sparkling in the moonlight. 

I was prowling about as usual, not far from 
the house. Presently I heard the sound of 
carriage wheels, and a minute after I saw 
a chaise drive up to the Hall door, and 
heard a well-known voice exclaim,-^ 

^' Oh, Harry dear, you are come at last! 
I am so glad to see you;'' and little Lucy 
caught hold of her brother Harry, and 
kissed him heartily; then she went with 
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him into the house, where I had no wish to 
follow them; my remembrances of Harry- 
were anything but pleasant. I therefore, 
when I was tired of strolling about, walked 
off to my own warm bed, where I slept 
soundly, and didn^t take the trouble of 
disturbing myself to catch mice, as I was 
more sleepy than hungry. I still kept clear 
of the house, and therefore heard nothing of 
Harry Everett for several days, when one 
morning he came into the stable, and 
accosting Jem, said,-— 

'^ I want you to go along with me this 
afternoon, to carry my skates for me, and a 
bag with some prog. We are going to 
have some capital fun there, and Katie and 
Lucy are going with us. No, I mean they 
are coming afterwards to see me skate. 
Mind you be ready now, Jem, and don't 
keep me waiting,*' said Harry, rather im- 
peratively. 

Jem promised to be very punctual^bat 

he ventured to say, — 

M 2 
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'^ I'm afraid, Master Harry, it's thawing 
to-day; you had better take care about 
skating." 

''Mind your own business, my good 
fellow/' replied Harry, contemptuously; 
and looking round, he saw me quietly sitting 
on a heap of straw, not far off firom my 
friend Jem. 

'' HiUoa ! what's here !" exclaimed he. 
''Why, it's the old cat, I declare!" and 
catching me up by the tail, he said, " This 
place is large enough to swing a cat round 
in " ; and suiting the action to the word, he 
swung me round, in spite of my struggles 
and screams, two or three times. 

Jem remonstrated loudly and vehemently 
against this wanton act of cruelty; and 
Harry at last flung me from him, saying to 
Jem, as he did so, — 

"I suppose I may swing our own cat 
round without your leave, Mr. Imperti- 
nence. I should just like to have you 
among our fellows at school; see if thoy 
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wouldn't teach you not to interfere in other 
people's business, that's all. You'd find 
that it would be better to mind only your 
own concerns." 

^' And the cat is my concern. Master 
Harry," replied Jem, his eyes flashing like 
sparks as he spoke. ^^ It is Miss Lucy's 
cat, and mistress sent her with it into the 
stable when it got so much hurt, for me to 
take care of. And I shall take care of it," 
said Jem, catching me up in his arms, and 
smoothing me down tenderly. 

Harry, however, struck me suddenly out 
of Jem's arm, and then taking hold of me 
again by the tail, he flung me at Jem's 
head, and as my claws were spread out in 
self-defence, I might have put the poor 
fellow's eyes out, only he held up his two 
hands and caught me. And now, seeing 
that he had really put Jem into a rage, as 
bullies are always cowards, Harry thought 
it pnident to run off without waiting fo'r the 
thrashing which I do believe Jem meant to 
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give liim, in spite of his good motlier^s 
advice and caution. 

I was very glad, however, tliat my young 
friend had not been provoked into doing 
that which would most likely have brought 
him into trouble ; for although Mr. Everett 
would have been the last person in the 
world to approve of the conduct of his son, 
there is no knowing what the misrepresenta- 
tion and falsehood of Harry might have led 
to. After this wretched boy had left the 
stable, poor Jem sat down on his little stool, 
and relieved his sweUing heart with a burst 
of tears. 

''It is very hard to bear,'' said he, speak- 
ing to himself; ''just because I am a poor 
boy, I am to be served in this manner. 
Well, never mind,'' he added, " I'll try to 
be patient; they are all very kind to me 
here except Harry, and he's only at home 
for a month now, and that'll soon pass 
away; besides, I'm helping father and 
mother, so I mustn't do anything that might 
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chance to lose me my place ;*' and Jem 
wiped Ws eyes on his sleeve. ''I don't 
want, neither,'^ said he, '^ to make mischief 
by telling tales. Master Harry can do 
enough in that way without my help, so 
Fll try not to think anymore about it. I'll 
finish my work, and carry the skates for 
him, just as if nothing had happened.'' 

Then Jem took me up and put me into 
the rack, saying as he did so,— - 

^^ There, you keep quiet in your bed, 
puss ; it '11 be better for you to make your- 
self scarce while the holidays last." 

But I didn't understand the wisdom of 
being shut up a prisoner for the sake of a 
bad boy, and I determined to have my 
moonhght walks as usual. I thought there 
could be no danger of Harry's seeing me ; 
there were not now any apples to steal. 
Alas I I did not know then that I should 
never again have an enemy to fear in Harry 
Everett. 
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CHAPTEE XX. 

A CATASTROPHE. 

IT was the very day after the dispute in 
the stable that Jem came in as usual to 
clean the boots, and I jumped down from the 
rack to receive my breakfast, and Jem's 
caresses. Yes, he had brought my bread 
and milk to be sure ; but when I rubbed 
myself against him, to make him notice 
and fondle me, he only said,— 

'^ No, pussy, I can't touch you to-day ; I 
don't like to look at you even." 

And the poor fellow sat down on his 
accustomed stool, and began to cry bitterly. 
What had I done ? I didn't know of any 
mischief I had been at, and therefore I 
didn't think it necessary to go without my 
breakfast, though Jem was crying. 

Perhaps my readers may think me a very 
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liard-liearted cat^ and perhaps Jem thought 
so too at the time, but I acted according to 
instinct ; so I went on eating my bread and 
milk, and my poor young friend went on 
crying. 

Soon, however, the stable door was softly 
opened, for Jem had shut himself in, I sup- 
pose that no one might see him crying, and 
in came Eeuben Brown, whom I had never 
seen there before. 

'^ Jem, my boy,'^ said Reuben to his son, 
'' how did this terrible affair happen, that I 
heard of only this morning, when I was 
going to my work ?'' 

'^ Oh, father I" replied the boy, putting 
down the boot which he had just before 
taken up to brush; "oh, father! what 
shaU I do ? What shall I do V and he 
flung himself upon the bundle of straw 
where I was, and cried and sobbed aloud. 

" Hush, hush, Jem V^ said the father. 
" Don't thee tak' on so, my boy. That'll do 
no good, will it V^ 

" Oh no, father ! Oh no ! Nothing 
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will do any good now. Oh^ poor Hany ! 
Poor Harry 1'^ and then came another btirst 
of tears and sobbing. 

Beuben Brown sat down on an old stump 
of a tree that had found its way into the 
stable^ and was very useful there on many 
occasions. He waited quietly till his son 
should cheer up a little ; but I could see 
some big tears roll down his roughs sun- 
burnt face. At last Jem raised himself up, 
and took the brush again in his hand, as if 
to begin his work ; but he seemed as if he 
really couldnH do anything, and his father 
said, — 

" Never mind the work just now, Jem ; 
I reckon the things won^t be wanted in the 
house this morning. Tell us, when thou 
canst, how it aU happened wi' young 
master.^' 

'^ Oh, father, I can't bear to tell it I I 
can't bear to think of it ; and yet I mtist 
think of it, for I can never forget it,'' said 
poor Jem, putting his head down between 
his hands, and sobbing again. 
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At last he lifted his head up, and said, — 

" Father, I will try to tell you all about 
poor Harry. Oh, it was only yesterday 
that he stood just where you are, father, 
looking so healthy and so bold, and now — 
Oh, dear 1 oh, dear ! '[ and then came a 
fresh fit of sorrowing; but soon he tried to 
master it, and said,— 

^^ Yesterday afternoon I went with poor 
Harry to carry his skates and a bag for 
him. I wish I hadn^t gone now, as I did 
no good/' 

'' Go on, my boy,'' said Beuben ; " there 
is no fault to you in going. I suppose your 
master and mistress knew of it, didn't they?" 

'^Oh yes," rephed Jem, 'Hhey knew; 
and Miss Katie and Lucy went too, though 
not with me ; for they came a little after 
us. Master Harry was a very good skater ; 
but, as I told him before we went, it was 
thawing, and one part of the ice was very 
thin. But he didn't mind: when he got 
warm and in good spirits, he went every- 
where about. At last, as I was watching 
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him at the side of the river, I heard the ice 
give a great crack, and Harry was gone 
all at once. Both his sisters screamed, and 
I shouted as loud as I could for help. Then 
I went upon the ice myself, and when I got 
near the broken part, I laid myself down 
all my length, and stretched out my hand 
for poor Harry to catch hold of; but though 
I could see him, I don^t think he saw my 
hand. I saw both his poor hands on the 
edge of the ice twice, but both times the 
piece broke off, and he went down with 
it. All this time I heard the Kttle girls 
crying and screaming for help, and two 
men came to us, but there was nobody else 
near. Just before they came I had caught 
hold of Harry by the sleeve of his coat 
and he put up his numb, wet hands, and 
took hold of me ; but the weight of us 
both was too much for the ice I was lying 
on, so it snapped off, and we were both 
struggling together in the water. Just 
then I felt some one get hold of my feet, 
for I slipped in head foremost : it was one of 
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the men. I f^lt at that moment that we 
should both be saved ; but as the man drew 
me gently by the feet, Harry^s hold gave 
way, and I was taken out then, nearly dead 
myself with cold. I couldn^t speak; but 
the other man had come up now, and he 
knew there was a boy still in the water. 
He had a rope, with which, I suppose, he 
drew poor Harry out ; and when I opened 
my eyes I saw him lying in the other 
man^s arms. I believe he was quite dead 
when they carried him away,'^ said Jem, 
his eyes streaming with tears, as ho 
thought of that sad, sad sight. 

" Oh, father, I can^t tell you any 
more — ^indeed I can^t! To think that he 
is dead, and before ho had time to be 
sorry for his disobedience to his parents. 
Oh, father 1 I will, indeed I will, try to 
be a good boy, and always do as you and 
my mother tell me ! I might have been 
drowned as well as poor Harry. What 
will his mamma and dear Miss Lucy feel. 
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if I am SO sorry for him ? Oh, it is a 
dreadful thing to die so young ! '' 

"It is, my dear Jem/' said Keuben 
Brown, " Cb very awful death to be taken 
off so suddenly ; but good men, or women, 
or children, need not fear. You remember 
those two lines of the hymn you were 
reading last Sunday, don't you ? " 

'^ Yes, father, I do : — 

* There's nothing terrible in death, 
For those who go to heaven.* 

Is that the one you mean ? '' said Jem. 

" It is, and I don't think, my boy, that 
thou'lt easily forget it, when thou hast 
been so near death thyself," said Eeuben ; 
^^but I must go to my work now. Your 
mother and Jane will maybe come to see 
thee in the evening; or perhaps they'll 
let thee step down to see us at home, 
after thy work is done." 

So saying, Reuben took a kind leave of 
his son, and went off to his -work; for 
poor people cannot afford to be idle, if 
they are ever so grieved. 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

MERIT REWARDED. 

AND now there is deep moumiBg and a 
sorrowing household at Woodlands, 
where, except for the drawbacks I have 
spoken of, there was peace and plenty. 
One of these drawbacks to peace had been 
removed in the manner I have described 
in the preceding chapter ; but the un- 
happy death of their son had filled the 
hearts of his parents with extreme grief. 
Mrs. Everett, indeed, was ill for months 
afterwards, and dear little Lucy^s eyes were 
often red with weeping when she sat at her 
lessons. Often when she took me on her 
knee to stroke my smooth, warm skin, she 
would say,—" O pussy, dear pussy, I like 
you very much, and I should be so sorry if 
vou were to die j but oh, not half so sorry 
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as I am now, when I think of my poor 
brother Harry ! " 

Then the warm tears were sure to fall on 
my fur coat, and Lucy wiped them off with 
her little soft hand ; but still the tears fell, 
till my back was quite wet. 

'^ Don^t tie, Ucy,'' said little Georgy one 
day, as she was stroking me down ; 
'^puthy not ^cratch oo now; ^et me take 
her away from oo.^' 

'^No, Georgy dear; pussy is very quiet 
and good.^' 

^^Why do 00 tie, den?^' inquired the 
little fellow. ^^ Me div oo a tis, if oo not 
tie any more.^^ And he pat out his rosy 
lips, and stretched his little neck to his 
sister, who kissed him twenty times, and 
called him her darling pet. 

" It^s kite better now, XJcy,'' said little 
Georgy, nodding his curly head ; " oo ^ont 
tie any more now, will oo ? ^' 

"No, don^t. Miss Lucy,^' said nurse; 
" it quite grieves me to see you take on so 
about your brother. You^l just be making 
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yourself ill, and that^ll add to your dear 
mammals trouble." 

" Oh, nurse/^ said Lucy, ^^ I wouldn't do 
that for the world ; but you know mamma 
does not see me cry." 

" Yes, but she sees you look very poorly, 
Miss Lucy, and I have heard her say how 
anxious she is about you. Come, now," said 
kind nurse, '^ dry your eyes and put on your 
bonnet. I am going down to Bumside, to 
Beuben Brown's cottage, with Master 
Georgy : will you go with us ? You may 
take the cat if you like," she added ; 
" pussy will see her kitten there, though I 
suppose by this time she has forgotten all 
about her kittens." 

Nurse was quite right in this : I oared no- 
thing about them as soon as they could take 
care of themselves ; and so I very speedily 
forgot them. However, I was glad enough 
to go with Lucy and nurse, especiaUy when 
I heard that we were likely to get some tea 
there, and that my friend Jem would be 
one of the party. Jem was dressed in a 
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new suit of clothes, and looked very nice 
indeed, but not at all like lie used to be in 
his manner, cheerful, and happy, and meny . 
He was grave and sad now, and we were 
not likely to be a lively party at all at Mrs. 
Brown^s. And yet, after we got there, 
when Jem had kissed his mother and sister, 
dropping some tears as he did it, the sight 
of dear Lucy, and " the darling little boy,'' 
as they called Georgy, and even the ap- 
pearance of '^ the pretty cat,'' as they were 
pleased to speak of me, seemed to raise 
their spirits ; and when the tea and nice 
cakes were set upon the table, and Georgy's 
bright eyes sparkled with delight, and his 
little lisping tongue seemed to have grown 
all at once too long for his mouth, so that 
he quite delighted them with his prattle, 
and Mrs. Brown declared that she '^ never 
seed sic a child in all her bom days," then, 
I say, they did seem a very comfortable, if 
not a happy party. 

But, dear reader, do you know that I 
didn't at all enjoy myself as I thought I 
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should have done, and Pll tell you why, 
though perhaps, instead of bestowing 
any pity upon me, you will say that I 
deserved to feel uncomfortable, and 
perhaps I did. The truth is, I couldn't 
bear to see that little upstart kitten of 
mine, though she had grown nearly as 
large as myself, trying to curry favour with 
all the party, but especially with my own 
dear mistress. It really was not to be 
borne ; and so, as^ she was standing up on 
her hind legs, just like a dog, to reach 
something that Lucy held out to her, I 
leaped up, and, putting out my paw, gave 
her such a scratch over the face as I think 
she never had before. But would you be- 
lieve it, dear reader ? The impudent thing 
instantly dropped the piece of cake she 
had just taken from Lucy's hand, and 
attacked me with the greatest violence, 
so that the whole party was disturbed with 
the noise. It ended, however, in Miss 
Tabby's being put out of doors for not 
behaving properly to visitors. I knew well 
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enougli that I had been the aggressor, bttt 
it was not to be endured, at least not by 
a cat,, that a stranger ehotild be noticed 
when I was present, and by Lucy of all 
people in th'fe world. Mind, I don^t think 
that children should imitate cats. They 
ought not to scratch and fight; nor should 
they be angry when their brothers, or 
sisters, or little playmates, are noticed in 
preference to themselves. But I fear this 
is the case sometimes, and then they are 
a great deal worse than cats, because they 
know that such doings and such tempers 
are wrong. 

I had the place all to myself now, 
and I went purring about very con- 
ceitedly, first to one, and then to another, 
that I might be taken notice of. However, 
I soon had the conceit taken out of me, 
for just as I had placed my fore-paws upon 
nurse's knee> little Georgy suddenly turned 
to look, and, in doing so, he upset a whole 
cup of hot tea over my face and head. I 
gave a terrible yell, and once more the 
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small tea-party was all in commotion about 
me. At this moment the door opened^ and 
in came Eeuben Brown^ with the expelled 
kitten in his arms. He was rather sur- 
prised at the sight of so many persons in 
his little cottage; but he seemed very 
much pleased to see Lucy and little 
Georgy, who made friends with the good 
man directly. 

'^ Oh, father ! '^ said Jane, '' you shouldn^t 
have brought kitten in, for the old mother^s 
here, and they quarrel together.^' 

^' Like enough,^' replied Eeuben, " The 
old cat's jealous, I suppose,*' 

To think of my being called ^' old mother!'^ 
and ^'old cat ! '' But I was in too much 
pain to show any further resentment. I 
was glad enough to submit to Jane's 
bathing my head in cold water, which she 
did very kindly, until I seemed nearly well 
again. Then she put me into a basket 
that had hay in it, that Jem might carry 
me home, for nurse said it was time to go ; 
for although it was a beautiftil moonlight 
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night; and she liked well to be out herself^ 
yet tliat it would be Master Georgy^s bed- 
time before they reached home. 

'^ No, me not teepy, nurt ; me not ^ont 
to doe to bed. Me 'ont to ^tay here.^' 

However, nurse decided that they must go, 
and Georgy submitted with a good grace, 
only saying, — '^ ^Et me take puthy wid me.'' 

^^No, my dear, we must let Jem bring 
pussy in the basket ; you know she is hurt.'' 

^^ I think you need not go with us, Jem," 
said the considerate Mary; ''for you have 
had no time to talk with your father since 
he came in ; and I am sure mistress won't 
expect you back so soon. What do you 
think. Miss Lucy ? " 

''I am sure that mamma would wish 
Jem to stay," replied my young mistress ; 
" only mind you don't forget my cat, Jem. 
Come, nurse, we are not afraid of going 
home alone, are we ? " 

'' No, indeed, I should think not ; nobody 
will do us any harm." 

And so the little party went off, seem- 
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ingly all the better for their visit to Burn- 
side Cottage; while Reuben Brown took 
his accustomed seat in the old arm-chair^ 
with that nasty kitten on his knee^ just as 
I used once to be. 

How comfortable they looked, seated 
round that nice fire this cold night, while 
Reuben' had the little table placed close 
beside him, that he might have his tea; 
and he looked the very picture of content 
as he sat there, and said to his good dame, 
— " Well, I think, wife, we couldn^t be no 
happier if we lived in a palace ; for ye see, 
them as lives in great houses has plenty 
to trouble 'em, for all the fine things 
they've got has to be taken care of; and 
I reckon that there be plenty of teasing 
with the servants. We're well off that can 
wait on ourselves." 

"But, father," said Jem, ''it wouldn't 
do for everybody to be without servants; 
Fm glad enough to have got a place." 

''Ay, ay, lad, that's right enough. I 
don't object to people keeping servants; 
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it*s all rite and proper, on'y I wad rather 
be wi'out um." 

" I hope you try to please, Jem/' said 
Mrs. Brown ; ^' and they have no fault to 
find wi' you ? '' 

" No, mother, none that I ever heard of; 
and I think they would soon tell me if they 
had. But all's so quiet now,'' he added, 
'^at Woodlands; it ain't like the same 
place. Mr. Everett is more easy like — ^ho 
doesn't find fault as he used to do; and 
our poor mistress, it pities me to see her 
look so pale and thin, and to eat so Httle, 
and talk so httle. Oh, I am afraid," said 
Jem, " she is suffering very much for poor 
Harry's death. Then there's Miss Katie, 
who always seemed to me very proud like, 
and spoke very ill-naturedly often to Miss 
Lucy, though she is her sister. Now she 
seems much more gentle than she used to 
be, though I beheve she cared less about 
poor Harry than any one in the house, and 
he did certainly like to tease her the most 
of anybody. But poor Miss Lucy, she does 
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take on so* Nurse says that slie cries 
every day when she comes into the nursery, 
for everything seems to put her in mind of 
her brother/' 

Thus they talked on, but this subject I 
had heard spoken of so very often, that I 
was not interested by it, and so I fell fast 
asleep, and actually did not wake up until 
Jem unlocked the stable door, and put me 
and the basket into the rack. 

And now I must draw my story to a 
close; for although several years have 
passed away since the time I have been 
writing about, nothing very particular has 
happened to me. I am old and steady 
now, yet I fear that my temper is not at all 
improved, for I don't like to be put out of 
the way with anything, and I resent being 
handled. However, I am not much teased 
in that way. Master Georgy is grown 
too old for the nursery and its tricks. Miss 
Katie, and my kind, good little mistress, are 
both gone to a boarding-school, where I 
hope that they won't be spoiled ; their poor 
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mamma could not teacli them after her 
son's deaths she was too poorly. Only Jem 
remained as my especial friend and com- 
panion; and of him I must give a little 
farther account^ for he deserves it. 

Mr. Everett, after the loss of his son 
Harry, seemed to take a great liking for 
Jem. He knew that he had risked his own 
life to save that of his young master, though 
he had not been successful in the attempt ; 
he therefore, while he retained Jem in his 
service, sent him to a good school in the 
neighbourhood, and finding him improve 
beyond his expectations he determined to 
have him educated for a pupil teacher. 

No doubt Mr. Everett thought that a 
youth who had displayed so many good 
qualities, and who, although he was quick 
and clever, was neither conceited nor pre- 
suming (as I believe too many forward 
young people as well as young cats of 
the present day are), would be a fit 
person, when he grew older, to take 
charge of others younger than him- 
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self. And Jem^s master was right in his 
notion; for since I have been transferred 
from the Hall, at Woodlands, to Bumside 
Cottage, I have had an opportunity of 
seeing how much Jem improved by the 
lessons he received. When he was at home 
he was the comfort and the delight of his 
parents; the kind teacher and companion 
of his sister Jane, to whom he used to bring 
his books and read, or leave them with her 
to read, if he had not time. And for my- 
self, I can only say that he never failed to 
caress and feed me whenever he was at 
home ; for was I not Miss Lucy's cat ? If 
he had not regarded me for my own sake, 
he would have done so for hers, for with 
Jem, as with every one else. Miss Lucy 
Everett was an especial favourite. And the 
reason was, that she was good, and gentle, 
and kind to all, even to dumb animals. 

One word more about Jem Brown. I 
said that he was the delight of his parents ; 
but still they were not foolishly proud of 
him, because he had more learning than 



188 TH£ STOBY OF A CAT. 

themsehres^ and was likely to have fine 
acquaintances. It is true that they received 
often^ from their neighbours and &om 
others much above them^ assurances of the 
good conduct and steady perseverance of 
their son, and this was very gratifying to 
them^ of course ; but they were not lifted 
up by it. They went on in their humble, 
quiet way, and the home of Reuben Brown, 
I think, was one of the happiest homes in 
England. 

And now farewell, my young readers, 
and farewell to the pretty flaxen-haired 
young lady at whose request this little story 
has been written. It is a long time, more 
than two years, since I saw her j but I 
believe that she is as good and^as gentle 
as Miss Lucy Everett; for she is being 
trained up in the way that she should go. 

THE END. 
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